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SNARE  OF  THE  FOWLER 


CHAPTER    XX. 

PATCHWORK. 

Mrs.  Dallas  had  had  her  share  of  disappoint- 
ment and  mortification,  chiefly  owing  to  her  uneasy 
ambition,  her  restless  desire  to  win  a  high  social 
position,  to  accomplish  which  she  needed  a  much 
larger  fortune  than  she  possessed.  It  was  this 
which  gave  such  bitterness  to  the  tantalising  cir- 
cumstances of  her  husband's  death  only  a  few 
days  before  that  of  his  wealthy  uncle. 

But  nothing  she  had  hitherto  experienced  at 
all  approached  the  cruel  defeat  she  had  sustained 
at  the  hands  of  an  insignificant  girl,  whose  cha- 
racter, whose  intelligence  even,  she  despised — a 
penniless  dependent,  whom  she  could  not  domi- 
nate, and  who  mocked  her  skill,  her  experience,  by 
a  clever,  daring,  successful  escape. 
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Was  Myra  deeper  than  herself?  Had  she  ac- 
complices outside  whose  existence  she  had  con- 
trived to  conceal  from  her  benefactress?  Nothing 
could  convince  her  (Mrs.  Dallas)  that  Mrs.  Keene 
was  not  the  chief  agent  in  Myra's  flight,  and  her 
fury  with  the  detective  set  to  watch  her,  when  he 
failed,  was  none  the  less  intense  because  of  the 
careful  suppression  of  its  indications.  He  was  con- 
temptuously dismissed  when  he  declared  he  could 
find  no  trace  of  any  communication  with  the  fugi- 
tive ;  that  he  could  pump  no  information  from  the 
servants,  nor  perceive  the  smallest  sign  of  anything 
like  concealmen t. 

Myra's  letter  to  her  aunt,  dropped  into  the 
letter-box  without  stamp  or  post-mark,  induced 
her  to  believe  the  writer  had  never  left  London ; 
and,  indeed,  London  was  the  safest  labyrinth  in 
which  to  hide. 

Still,  as  the  passing  clays  mounted  to  weeks, 
and  no  tidings  of  the  missing  girl  reached  her, 
Mrs.  Dallas  grew  sick  with  baffled  hatred  and 
defeated  strategy.  Her  only  relief  was  scheming 
how  she  might  prove  Myra  in  some  measure  in- 
sane, and  acquire  a  legal  right  to  her  guardianship. 
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Her  son's  selfish  desire  to  seek  amusement  or 
distraction  abroad  offended  her  deeply. 

She  was  certainly  fonder  of  him  than  of  any- 
one or  anything  else ;  still,  her  affection  was 
neither  as  true  nor  as  deep  as  her  friends  believed. 
He  had  failed,  too,  to  succeed — an  unpardonable 
offence  in  her  keen,  hard  eyes.  Moreover,  he  cost 
her  a  great  deal  of  money,  to  which  she  greatly 
objected. 

She  was  really  unwell.  Her  nerves  were  strained 
and  racked  by  the  impotence  of  her  will ;  in  short, 
her  condition  quite  justified  her  in  demanding  her 
son's  return  from  Paris.  Their  meeting  was  not 
very  comforting  to  either.  Mrs.  Dallas  spoke  her 
mind  very  forcibly,  accusing  Lionel  of  weakness, 
extravagance,  want  of  principle,  maladresse,  con- 
temptible folly,  etc.,  to  which  he  replied  with 
equal  force  and  frankness.  The  explosion  cleared 
the  air  somewhat,  when  both  began  to  see  that 
their  interests  were  alike,  and  that  only  in  union 
could  they  find  strength. 

On  this  slightly  improved  frame  of  mind,  Myra's 
letter  came  like  a  thunderbolt. 

Mother  and  son  were  sitting  at  their  late  break - 
b  2 


I  THE  SXARE  OF  THE  FOWLER. 

feet  Lionel,  having  no  office  to  attend,  and  his 
mother  not  having  been  able  to  look  for  another 
appointment  for  him,  had  a  good  deal  of  time 
on  his  hands.  He  lounged  about  all  the  morning, 
and  went,  she  knew  not  where,  all  the  afternoon 
and  evening;  for,  rather  to  her  dismay,  he  had 
money  in  his  pocket  with  which  she  had  not 
supplied  him,  and  respecting  which  he  would  give 
no  information. 

The  nine  o'clock  postman  was  going  his  rounds 
before  they  had  finished  their  meal,  and  the  servant 
brought  in  several  letters,  at  which  Mrs.  Dallas 
glanced,  taking  up  one  as  the  servant  left  the  room. 

"  Myra's  writing ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas  in  a 
low  voice.  "The  postmark  is  Redworth.  Where 
is  Redworth?" 

"  I  haven't  an  idea  !     Open  it,  can't  you,  mother  ?  " 

Mrs.  Dallas  obeyed,  while  Lionel  came  round  to 
lean  on  the  back  of  her  chair,  and  read  over  her 
shoulder. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Dallas,"  [it  began] — "  I  have  often 
wished  to  write  to  you  fully,  as  I  must  seem  very  ungrateful, 
which  I  really  am  not.  But  I  wanted  to  understand  my 
position  first,  as  I  was  not  sure  about  it. 
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"  For  some  time  before  I  came  away  T  felt  it  was  im- 
possible for  me  to  remain  dependent  on  your  bounty,  though, 
if  you  had  permitted  me  to  help  myself,  I  might  have  been 
glad  to  stay  with  you.  Above  all,  I  was  so  deeply  dis- 
tressed at  causing  you  and  Lionel  such  annoyance,  that  I 
could  not  bear  to  stay  under  your  roof. 

"I  ought  to  have  told  you  this,  and  gone  away  openly, 
but  I  was  too  great  a  coward.  I  feared  I  knew  not  what, 
thinking  you  might  have  the  power  to  keep  me.  Now  that 
I  know  you  have  not,  I  should  like  to  come  and  see  you,  as 
I  am  not  very  far  away,  and  assure  you  that  I  can  never 
forget  all  you  have  done  for  me  in  the  last  five  or  six  months. 
I  think  I  can  earn  my  own  bread  here  without  troubling 
anyone.  But  I  do  want  you  to  forgive  me,  and  be  friends 
with  me.  I  am  always  puzzled  about  Lionel,  and  why  he 
wished  me  to  marry  him  when  I  really  could  not.  But 
there  will  be  plenty  of  nice  girls  ready  enough  to  marry 
him,  and  he  will  soon  forget  me.  I  am  staying  with  two 
kind  ladies  who  keep  a  book-shop,  and  they  will,  I  think, 
keep  me  as  their  assistant  when  the  present  one  goes.  This 
place  is  about  two  hours  from  town  by  the  Great  Northern 
line.  I  hope  you  will  believe  that  I  am  always  sincerely 
and  gratefully  yours, — Myra  Dallas." 

Mother  and  son  read  this  through  in  silence,  and 
paused  at  the  end.  Then  Lionel  said  with  a  sneer, 
"  It  will  puzzle  you  to  prove  the  writer  of  that  letter 
a  rnad  woman." 
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Who  has  told  her  that  I  had  no  power  to  keep 
her  ?  .  She  implies  that  she  knew  it  before,  but  she 
did  not!  You  see,  she  says,  'I  wanted  to  under- 
hand my  position  first,'  before  writing  to  me.  Some- 
one has  told  her,  and  it  is  quite  true." 

"  Still,  could  we  not  carry  out  that  capital  plan 
of  yours  about  insanity?"  cried  Lionel.  "Must  we 
give  her  up  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  could  clutch  her  in  spite 
of  all  the  devils  in  hell?" 

"  I  don't  know  which  are  the  stronger,  but  all  the 
angels  in  heaven  couldn't  give  her  to  you  if  the 
law  was  on  her  side,"  said  his  mother  drily.  "  Who 
bas  been  informing  that  sentimental  idiot  of  her 
rights  ?  I  feel,  I  know  it  is  Leyton  !  The  moment 
I  met  his  eyes  I  was  conscious  my  enemy  stood 
before  me.  He  has  some  extraordinary  interest  in 
her.  Surely  there  cannot  be  a  second  man  as  foolish 
as  you  are  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know  about  that,  but  Leyton  seemed 
to  me  hard  and  even  elderly.  Then  Englishmen 
think  so  much  about  birth  and  family  and " 

"  In  a  wife,  yes ! "  interrupted  his  mother  cy- 
nically. "In  other  relationships  birth  does  not 
matter  much.     Remember  this,  Leyton  is  a  thorough 
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Bohemian,  a  man  who  cares  little  for  conventional 
proprieties.  I  well  remember  the  scandals  about 
him  some  nine  or  ten  years  ago  at  Simla;  he  was 
quite  young  then,  but " 

"  Then  he  is  by  no  means  young  now,"  inter- 
rupted Lionel  in  his  turn.  "But,  mother,  what  is 
to  be  done.  I  feel  half  mad.  Must  we  always  grovel 
on  moderate  means  ?  Is  that  delicious,  infuriating 
creature  to  be  kept  from  me  ?  Could  we  not  ex- 
tract some  of  the  spoil  from " 

"  No,  Lionel,  I  tell  you  it  is  madness  to  think 
of  it,"  cried  Mrs.  Dallas  interrupting  him  hastily. 
"You  do  not  understand  men  of  his  order  in 
England  ;  indeed,  it  would  be  dangerous  to  meddle 
with  any  Europeans  of  the  same  class." 

"  I  should  fancy  that  one  touch  of  necessity 
would  make  the  whole  world  kin,"  he  returned.  "  I 
fancy  you  exaggerate  an  Englishman's  sense  of  honour." 

"Not  in  some  directions.  Well,  Lionel,  I  am 
afraid  there  is  little  or  no  chance  of  again  drawing 
Myra  into  our  trap,  she  seems  to  have  her  wits 
about  her.  However,  we  must  not  quarrel.  I  will 
accept  the  olive  branch  she  holds  out,  and  watch 
any  opportunity  for    drawing  the    broken  links    to- 
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gether;  wo  may  do  well  yet.  But  her  flight  is 
altogether  inexplicable,  Lionel !  Could  she  have  had 
the  faintest  inkling  of  our  Dijon  plan?"  and  Mrs. 
Dallas  grew  somewhat  pale,  and  her  dark  brows 
nearly  met  in  a  frown. 

"  Pooh  !— nonsense ! — impossible  !  We  have  never 
mentioned  the  matter  save  with  closed  doors — never 
written  a  line  respecting  it.  None — absolutely  none — 
save  ourselves  can  know  anything  of  our  plan.  If 
— if  only  she  had  not  started  off  in  that  astounding 
way,  all  doubt  and  difficulty  would  have  been  at 
an  end  noiv." 

"  I  shall  never  reckon  on  anything  again,"  said 
Mrs.  Dallas.  "Why  did  she  object  to  you?  What 
could  she,  a  base-born  beggar,  expect  ?  You  were 
infinitely  too  good  for  her.  But  for  her  stupid,  un- 
appreciative  obstinacy  she  would  be  your  wife  by 
this  time,  and  all  would  have  been  well." 

"  It  is  too  infernally  provoking,"  ejaculated 
Lionel,  throwing  himself  into  a  chair. 

"  It  is.  But,  Lionel,  extravagance  will  not  mend 
matters ;  and  you  are  extravagant.  You  are  per- 
petually going  about  in  cabs;  and  you  don't  stay 
out  half  the  night  without  spending  money." 
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"Well,  I  haven't  asked  you  for  any  since  I 
came  back  from  Paris." 

'  True ;  but  that  makes  me  all  the  more  un- 
easy. I  can  guess  where  your  present  petty  cash 
c  jmes  from ;  and  though  you  have  won  a  trifle  to- 
day, you  may  plunge  into  ruin  to-morrow." 

"  No ;  I  shall  not.  I  have  a  system — quite  my 
own — which  ensures  me  success  seven  times  out  of 
every  ten." 

"  I  believe  in  no  system,  Lionel.  If  you  gamble, 
you  will  die  in  a  ditch — or  the  workhouse." 

"  Myra  might  have  kept  me  from  it,  if  you  had 
got  her  for  me." 

"If  you  had  got  her  for  yourself,  you  mean," 
said  his  mother  scornfully.  "There — do  not  let  us 
wrangle.  Let  me  knit  up  this  ravelled  mesh,  if  I 
can.  It  will  be  no  easy  task  to  answer  this  letter 
of  Myra's.  I  shall  have  to  see  Lady  Shirland  and 
Miss  Browne,  and  give  it  to  them.  I  wish,  Lionel, 
you  would  call  there  oftener.  Be  sure  you  keep  up 
the  character  of  a  heart-broken  lover,  and  pour  in 
a  steady  stream  of  noble  sentiments." 

"  That  may  do  with  Miss  Dorothea ;  but  it  is 
no  easy  matter  to  throw  dust  in  her  ladyship's  eyes." 
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"  Perhaps  not.  I  see  some  of  these  American 
shares  are  falling;  so  you  must  take  a  note  to 
Keating,  my  stockbroker.  I  want  to  see  him,  and 
he  must  come  to  me.  I  shall  write  a  note  to  Lady 
SI  i i rlai id,  asking  for  a  few  minutes'  tete-d-tete.  She 
lias  interested  herself  so  much  about  Myra's  dis- 
appearance, that  I  am  bound  to  give  her  the  news 
at  once.  Bring  me  back  an  answer.  Meanwhile  I 
will  write  to  Myra." 

As  Lady  Shirland's  reply  was  a  pressing  invi- 
tation to  luncheon,  Mrs.  Dallas  postponed  her 
letter  to  Myra,  in  order  to  make  a  careful  and 
elaborate  toilette. 

She  was  received  with  open  arms  by  her  dis- 
tinguished friends. 

"  So  you  have  news  for  us  of  the  stray  lamb," 
cried  Lady  Shirland  as  soon  as  she  had  said,  '  How 
do  you  do  ? '  "  We  will  get  rid  of  the  servants  as 
soon  as  we  can,  and  have  it  all  out." 

"  So  sweet  of  you  to  come  at  once,"  murmured 
Dorothea.     "  I  am  dying  to  hear  everything." 

The  butler  and  "Thomas"  were  pleased  to  be 
so  soon  dismissed  to  their  own  mid-day  meal ; 
and    having    insisted    on    filling    her    guest's    glass 
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once  more,  Lady  Shirland  composed  herself  to 
listen. 

Mrs.   Dallas  began  by  reading  out  Myra's  letter. 

"  My  dear,  someone  has  put  her  up  to  all  that," 
was  Lady  Shirland's  comment.  "  It  is  as  clear  as 
daylight — she  has  kept  in  hiding  among  her  bour- 
geois friends  for  three  or  four  weeks — and  very 
cleverly  she  has  hidden  herself — because  she  didn't 
know,  or  was  not  sure,  of  your  rights.  Then  some- 
one or  other  tells  her  that  you  have  no  power  to 
keep  her  against  her  will ;  so  she  writes  that  letter. 
I  must  say  I  think  her  conduct  is  unprincipled 
and  ungrateful  to  a  degree.  I  should  have  nothing 
more  to  do  with  her  if  I  were  you." 

"  Redworth !"  repeated  Miss  Browne  thoughtfully. 
"  Isn't  Captain  Forrester's  place  near  Redworth  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  believe  it  is,"  returned  Lady  Shirland. 
"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  mamma  ;  but  suppose  they  met 
and  made  friends,  or  became  lovers  ? " 

"  Oh — pooh  !  Nonsense,  Dorothea.  Fancy  Cecil 
Forrester  thinking  of  a  detrimental  like  Myra 
Dallas  !  " 

"  Highly     improbable!"    observed     Mrs.     Dallas. 
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"But   who   can  have   told  my  runaway  niece  that 
she  was  free  to  go  ? " 

"Any  man  who  knew  anything  might,"  said 
Lady  Shirland. 

"I  will  tell  you  who  did,"  cried  Dorothea, 
clapping  her  hands  together — "  Jack  Leyton.  I 
met  him  the  day  before  yesterday,  quite  early 
in  the  morning.  He  was  in  a  great  fuss  about 
Myra,  and  said  he  was  going  to  try  and  find  her." 

"I  don't  suppose  he  had  far  to  seek,"  said  Mrs. 
Dallas  bitterly. 

"I  said  the  same  thing  to  him,  and  he  was 
awfully  cross,"  returned  Dorothea. 

"I  do  not  think  he  knew  anything  about  it," 
added  Lady  Shirland.  "I  have  always  found  Jack 
Leyton  a  truthful,  honourable  man.  Why  should 
he  trouble  about  a  little  waif  like  Myra  ?  Though 
I  always  maintain  she  is  the  making  of  a  charming 
woman,  she  isn't  one  yet — and  she  has  no  claim 
on  him." 

"  He  was  very  persevering  in  his  efforts  to  see  her 
while  she  was  staying  with  me,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas. 
"  I  must  say  that  I  distrust  him.  I  have  no  doubt 
now  that  he  is  the  informant  who  suggested  Myra's 
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avowal  of  her  whereabouts.  But  what,  my  dear 
Lady  Shirland — what  can  have  been  her  motive  in 
flying  from  me  ?  I  can,  indeed,  say  that  I  treated 
her  as  my  own  daughter.  My  poor  boy  was,  per- 
haps, too  ardent  a  lover ;  but  at  one  time,  I  must 
say,  she  gave  him  every  encouragement,  and  then, 
in  the  most  inexplicable  manner,  turned  against 
him.  This  is  not  the  only  case  of  changeableness 
I  could  bring  against  her.  Indeed,  at  times  I  have 
doubted  if  her  mental  balance  was  perfect;  there  is 
such  an  odd  strain  of  unreasonableness  in  her,  as 
her  act  of  leaving  a  happy,  comfortable  home 
proves." 

"  As  to  that,  if  all  the  unreasonable  young  ladies 
were  considered  insane,  our  lunatic  asylums  would 
be  pretty  full,"  said  Lady  Shirland  drily. 

"  And  what  would  you  advise  me  to  do  ? "  asked 
Mrs.  Dallas  plaintively. 

"Leave  her  to  herself;  take  no  notice  of  her 
letter;  she  doesn't  deserve  anything  more  from 
you.  I  should  go  abroad  and  amuse  myself  if  I 
were  you ;  she  seems  quite  ready  to  take  her  life 
into  her  own  hands — let  her!"  said  Lady  Shirland 
positively. 
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•  No  !  dear  friend,  I  cannot  do  that.  The  poor 
child  may  not  be  quite  accountable,  I  would  not  be 
harsh  with  her.  Then  I  must  remember  how  dear 
she  is  to  my  beloved  boy !  No,  no,  dear  Lady 
Shirland,  we  must  not  be  implacable." 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  an  angel,"  cried  Dorothea. 

•  My  dear  Mrs.  Dallas,  what  reason  have  you 
for  sticking  to  that  girl  through  good  and  evil 
report  ? "  asked  Lady  Shirland  with  a  keen  look  at 
her  guest. 

"  I  hope  you  do  not  think  me  incapable  of  doing 
right  for  right's  sake,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  colouring 
and  casting  down  her  eyes. 

"  No,  no !  of  course  not !  But  I  am  a  dreadful 
old  pagan  myself,  and  by  no  means  addicted  to 
doing  disinterested  things,  and  I  judge  others  ac- 
cordingly. As  to  your  son,  it  is  just  on  his  account 
that  I  should  keep  her  out  of  the  house  if  you 
have  any  serious  doubts  of  her  sanity.  However, 
I  suppose  you  are  the  best  judge  of  your  own 
affairs.     What  do  you  intend  to  do  then  ? " 

"Well,  my  impulse  is  to  write  and  tell  her  the 
grief  and  anxiety  her  conduct  has  cost  me,  but  offer 
to  receive  her  once  more,  allowing  her  to  draw,  or 
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teach,  or  do  whatever  she  likes  for  her  pocket- 
money  ;  that  was,  1  know,  one  of  her  complaints, 
that  I  did  not,  in  addition  to  supplying  fully  every 
possible  want,  give  her  a  sum  of  money  to  dispose 
of  as  she  liked.  Now  that  would  have  been  im- 
possible, Lady  Shirland !  Her  carelessness  was  ab- 
solutely like  that  of  an  idiot  incapable  of  under- 
standing the  value  of  anything.  Her  poor  uncle 
gave  her  a  valuable  ring;  she  threw  it  about  any- 
where. I  do  not  know  how  often  I  picked  it  up 
and  warned  her.     At  last  it  disappeared  altogether." 

"  Well,  all  I  can  say  is,  you  are  a  better  woman 
than  /  am,  and  more  forgiving.  But  as  to  giving 
you  advice,  it  is  useless,  for  I  see  you  are  determined 
to  take  the  silly  girl  back,"  said  Lady  Shirland 
rising. 

"  No,  not  determined.  I  shall  consider  the  mat- 
ter carefully." 

"  You  had  better,  Mrs.  Dallas,  and  don't  mind 
what  your  son  says — men  in  love  are  temporarily 
idiots.  Now,  can  we  set  you  doAvn  anywhere  ?  the 
carriage  is  at  the  door." 

****** 

The   walk   in   Wickham    Woods    was    successful 
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as  well  as  delightful.  Leyton  was  greatly  pleased 
with  the  views,  and  decided  on  a  charming  vista 
through  an  opening  in  a  grove  of  fine  beech  and 
lime  trees,  with  a  clear,  brown  brook  in  the  fore- 
ground, and  a  dim,  blue  undulating  line  of  distant 
country  beyond,  for  his  "  Spring  Evening."  How 
charming  it  was  to  discuss  the  various  "  points " 
of  the  subject. 

Then,  with  some  ceremony,  Miss  Letitia  invited 
Mr.  Leyton  to  join  their  evening  meal  when  he 
escorted  Myra  back.  And  very  agreeable  he  made 
himself,  talking  in  the  simplest  and  most  unaffected 
manner  of  various  places  and  people  he  had  visited ; 
though  in  her  ajjpreciation  of  his  diverting  anecdotes 
and  reminiscences,  Miss  Letitia  declared  he  "  talked 
like  a  book." 

"I  am  going  off  early  to-morrow,"  said  Leyton 
as  he  stood  up  to  take  leave.  "I  have  various 
matters  to  settle  in  town  ;  but  at  the  end  of  next 
week  I  think  of  coming  down  for  a  while  to  make 
studies  for  that  picture,  and  catch  the  local  colour 
and  character.  As  Forrester  is  not  at  home,  I 
think  I  shall  establish  myself  at  The  Plough;  it 
seems   clean   and   quiet.     Then,   Myra,   I   shall  give 
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you  some  lessons,  if  you  will  come  and  sketch 
with  me!" 

"  It  will  be  perfectly  enchanting ! "  cried  Myra 
with  frank  pleasure. 

"  Mind,  you  must  tell  me  what  answer  you  have 
from  Mrs.  Dallas;  and,  Myra,  I  think  you  ought 
to  write  a  nice  note  to  Mr.  Wardlaw — the  gentle- 
man who  gave  you  a  lift  in  his  cab — send  it  to 
me,  and  I  will  give  it  to  him." 

"  Very  well ;  but  I  feel  very  much  ashamed  of 
having  made  so  much  ado  about  what  was  really 
nothing,  only,  you  see,  I  did  not  know.  But,  as  I 
said,  if  I  had  not  run  away  I  should  never  have 
walked    away.''' 

"  No  doubt ;  there  are  many  like  you,  Myra. 
When  I  come  back  I  shall  discuss  future  plans. 
Good-bye." 

A  hearty  shake  of  the  hand,  and  he  was  gone. 
After  a  little  further  talk  with  her  kind  hostesses, 
Myra  went  away  to  rest,  a  new  sense  of  hope 
springing  up  in  her  heart. 

Yet  her  hopes  and  ambitions  were  lowly  enough 
— a  chance  of  earning  her  bread  with  friendly 
people,  of  costing  no  man  or  woman  anything ; 
c 
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of  perhaps  gaining  a  little  by  her  favourite  art, 
encouraged  by  an  occasional  lesson  from  Jack 
Ley  ton:  these  were  her  highest  visions.  If  only 
he  would  not  marry  Dorothea  Browne !  She  had 
nearly  forgotten  about  her,  but  now  it  all  came 
back — all  Mrs.  Dallas  had  asserted  and  surmised — 
but  it  did  not  disturb  her  much.  It  would  not 
happen  just  yet,  and  of  course  Jack  knew  what 
was  best  for  himself;  so  Myra  soon  sank  into  the 
sweet,  soft  arms  of  downy  sleep,  to  wake  with 
the  ineffable  strength  of  great  content. 

To  Leyton  repose  did  not  come  quickly.  The 
last  two  days  had  been  full  of  excitement.  The 
thrill  of  horror  which  had  seized  him  when  he 
first  heard  of  Myra's  flight;  the  terrible  dread  that, 
desolate,  isolated  as  she  was,  she  might  have 
listened  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer,  and  taken 
refuge  with  some  untrustworthy  lover — kept  him 
on  the  rack  until  he  had  learnt  the  true  story  from 
Mrs.  Keene.  Even  then  he  felt  as  if  he  had  ne- 
glected her  by  being  out  of  the  way  in  her  moment 
of  difficulty.  "  Though  it  would  have  been  deucedly 
awkward  if  she  had  taken  refuge  with  me.  Would 
she    ever    have    done    so  ?     No ;    not    when   Mrs. 
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Keene  was  within  reach.  There  is  an  extraordinary 
instinctive  tact  about  that  poor  child.  Is  it  the 
result  of  her  unerring  truthfulness  ?  Will  she 
grow  hard  and  shifty  ?  Will  the  fair  lines  of  her 
character  be  blurred,  as  delicate  crayons  are,  by 
friction  ? "  mused  Leyton  as  he  tried  to  sleep  in 
vain.  Well,  for  the  present  there  is  a  breathing- 
space.  If  those  good  old  souls  will  give  her  a 
home  and  work,  she  will  be  safe  and  happy.  But 
how  long  will  it  last  ?  She  does  as  well  as  many 
women  who  make  a  living  by  the  brush  or  pencil. 
Forrester  ought  to  do  something  for  her,  but — I 
don't  want  him  to  see  too  much  of  her.  One  never 
knows  what  innocent-looking  corner  the  devil  may 
be  lurking  behind ;  and  she  might  take  a  fancy  to 
him,  though  he  is  not  attractive — at  least,  to  me. 
He  is  not  half  bad,  I  fancy,  and  no  fool,  which  I 
suspect  I  am — yes,  a  confounded  fool,  to  come 
down  here  as  I  shall.  It's  awfully  hard,  after 
having  drunk  bitter  water  and  eaten  the  flinty 
bread  of  affliction  till  I  thought  I  had  forgotten 
what  sweetness  was  like  (all  my  own  fault,  it  is 
true,  which  does  not  mend  matters),  to  turn  away 
from  a  bit  of  pure,  genuine  sunshine  and  innocent 
c  2 
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delight.  After  all,  if  there's  a  sting  in  the  honey, 
it  will  hurt  no  one  but  myself,  and  whatever 
happens,  I  will  drink  the  cup  offered  to  me,  let 
the  dregs  taste  how  they  may.  However  Myra 
may  turn  out,  she  is  infinitely  fresh  and  real  now. 
I  can  be  of  use  to  her,  and  I  will  be  her  true 
friend  for  her  poor  father's  sake  as  well  as  her 
own.  Ah,  those  eyes  of  hers  are  magnetic !  How 
would  they  look  with  the  love  light  in  them  ? 
Well,  I'll  not  think  of  that.  What  was  the  imme- 
diate cause  of  Myra's  flight  ?  Something  that 
landlady  told  her — some  tremendous  exaggeration, 
no  doubt ;  any  way,  it  stirred  Myra  to  gain  her 
liberty.  I  wonder  why  Mrs.  Dallas  is  so  anxious  to 
keep  Myra  to  herself.  It  might  be  that — no — 
impossible — a  dream" — and  so  he  at  last  dropped 
into  oblivion. 

The  next  day  but  one  Myra  received  a  reply 
from  Mrs.  Dallas,  which  she  opened  with  some 
reluctance.  It  was  sentimental  and  effusive.  She 
enlarged  upon  the  misery  she  had  endured,  the 
cruelty  of  Myra's  flight,  her  deep  disappointment 
at  finding  she  had  not  succeeded  in  attaching  her 
poor  husband's   favourite  niece   ("I  don't  think  he 
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had  any  other,"  thought  Myra),  and  described  her 
mental  and  physical  sufferings  in  consequence. 
Finally,  she  begged  Myra  to  return  to  her  home, 
promising  that  she  should  draw,  or  teach,  or  do 
anything  else  she  pleased .  At  all  events,  would 
she  not  come  and  spend  a  day  with  her  ?  as  she  (Mrs. 
Dallas)  was  far  tco  unwell  to  undertake  a  railway 
journey       No   mention  was  made  of  Lionel. 

Myra  was  dreadfully  ashamed  of  herself  when 
she  had  finished  this  epistle,  yet  not  entirely  con- 
verted to  a  belief  in  Mrs.  Dallas  and  her  good 
intentions.  At  all  events,  Leyton  must  read  and 
comment  on  it  before  she  would  reply. 


CHAPTER   XXL 

LEYTON     IN     OFFICE. 

It  was  nearly  ten  days  before  Leyton  was  free  to 
b?gin  his  studies  for  the  picture  bespoken  by  For- 
rester. He  found,  to  his  great  satisfaction,  that  a 
large  number  of  his  Egyptian  sketches  had  been 
sold,  the  subject  being  the  fashion,  which  greatly 
assisted  his  success.  Altogether  things  looked  brighter 
for  him  than  they  had  for  many  a  day;  and  with 
improved  prospects  came  an  unusual  sense  of  re- 
sponsibility— a  wholesome  touch  of  worldliness. 

He  was  rather  troubled  than  pleased  by  a 
sudden  shower  of  invitations,  very  few  of  which 
he  accepted.  Among  these  few  was  a  musical 
party  at  Lady  Shirland's,  where  he  was  most 
graciously  received.  His  old  friend  was  immensely 
pleased  by  his  success. 

"  My  best  congratulations,"  she  exclaimed,  when 
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he  had  struggled  through  the  crowd  to  where  she 
was  reposing  after  the  fatigues  of  receiving,  look- 
ing stately  and  handsome  in  black  velvet  and 
diamonds.  She  shook  hands  warmly  with  him. 
"  I  hear  of  you  in  every  direction.  Now,  I  hope 
you  will  not  throw  awa}^  fortune  a  second  time. 
Be  business-like,  and  exact  the  last  farthing  of 
your  prices.  The  respect  paid  to  genius  is  as 
nothing  compared  to  the  esteem  entertained  for  a 
man  who  looks  sharply  after  his  own  interest." 

"  Very  well,  Lady  Shirland,  I  will  cultivate 
selfishness  sedulously." 

"  Pray  do.  You  know  it  is  quite  remarkable 
that  you  should  have  made  a  hit  without  brass  or 
pushing.  I  must  introduce  you  to  Mr.  Cracken- 
thorpe,  the  rich  Australian.  He  is  buying  pictures 
and  everything  else  he  can  lay  his  hands  on. 
There — there  he  is  with  Dorothea."  She  signalled 
with  her  fan,  but  Miss  Browne  took  no  notice. 
"  Oh,  he  is  the  last !  Never  mind ;  I  shall  catch 
him  at  supper-time.  Now  tell  me,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  next  ? " 

"I  have  a  commission  from  Captain  Forrester 
to  paint  a  bit  of  his  woods." 
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"  Oh,  indeed !     I  hope  he  gives  a  good  price." 

"  Yes ;  I  am  quite  satisfied." 

"  You  may  be,  but  it  does  not  follow  that  it  is 
really  good;  and  they  say  he  is  a  screw." 

"  He  is  not,  I  assure  you,  and Isn't   that 

dark,  dandified  young  fellow  Ashby,  the  son  of 
Mrs.  Dallas?" 

"  Yes.  He  is  always  prowling  about,  seeking 
comfort  from  Dorothea  and  worrying  about  his 
broken  heart.  I  wish  he  would  try  the  'Giant 
Cement.'  Dorothea  is  anxious  to  persuade  him  to 
take  a  prescription  of  her  own  for  agitated  nerves. 
A  propos,  I  hear  you  have  discovered  the  fair 
fugitive.  What  in  the  world  made  her  run 
away  ? " 

"  I  don't  expect  anyone  knows — not  even  her- 
self— yet.     There  must  have  been  some  reason." 

"  So  you  are  not  in  the  secret  ? " 

"  I  am  not,  I  assure  you." 

"  But  you  went  off  to  find  her  ? " 

"Yes.  I  knew  Miss  Dallas  as  a  child,  and  I  was 
very  anxious  about  her." 

"  Pooh !  My  dear  Jack,  it  was  utter  folly — 
childish    romance.       She    could    have    gone    away 
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openly  to  her  distinguished  friend,  the  hotel-keeper, 
if  she  liked." 

"  How  was  she  to  know  that,  Lady  Shirland  ? 
To  so  inexperienced  a  girl  as  Myra  Dallas  anything 
like  authority  seems  potent;  and  to  one  who  is  so 
singularly  destitute  of  friends  and  relations  such 
an  ally  as  the  hotel-keeper  is  not  to  be  despised. 
I  don't  suppose  there  is  a  more  isolated  creature 
in  the  world  than  my  old  friend's  daughter." 

Lady  Shirland  looked  hard  at  him. 

"The  more  fool  she  for  quarrelling  with  her 
bread  and  butter ;  and  what  objection  could  she 
have  to  young  Ashby — he  is  good-looking  and  has 
pleasant  manners." 

"  Oh,  heaven  knows  !  Who  can  account  for  a 
girl's  fancy  ? " 

"Most  of  us  are  obliged  to  put  our  fancies 
as  well  as  our  pride  in  our  pockets ;  and,  con- 
sidering her  birth " 

"I  trust  she  knows  nothing  of  it,"  interrupted 
Leyton. 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  whether  it  would  be 
better  for  her  to  know  or  not.  Anyhow,  it  sur- 
prises me  that  Mrs.  Dallas  should  be  so  anxious  for 
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the  match,  however  great  her  desire  to  gratify  her 
son  may  be.     It  seems  odd,  doesn't  it  ? " 

"  Extremely  odd,"  returned  Leyton. 

"  Does  any  solution  suggest  itself  to  you  ? " 

"  To  me  ?     No  ;   certainly  not." 

"  Well,  I  confess  I  am  puzzled.  Ah,  Mr. 
Crackenthorpe !  I  have  been  looking  for  you 
everywhere.  I  want  to  present  my  friend,  Mr. 
Leyton,  to  you.  Mr.  Leyton  is  the  coming  Titian, 
Claude,  and  Rubens  all  in  one — one  of  our  most 
rising  painters.  You  must  have  seen  his  sketches 
from  the  Soudan  ?  " 

"  Which  are  perfectly  charming,"  exclaimed 
Dorothea,  joining  them.  "  I  am  so  glad  to  see 
you,  Mr.  Leyton.  What  have  you  been  doing 
since  you  returned  to  town  ?  We  never  meet  you 
anywhere ; "  and  Leyton  was  swept  away  in  her 
train. 

The  days,  though  perhaps  a  little  long,  were 
pleasant  and  bright  while  Myra  waited  for  Leyton's 
coming  and  the  renewal  of  her  drawing  lessons. 
Now  that  all  necessity  for  concealment  was  over, 
Myra  begged  that  she  might  assist  Miss  Foley  in 
the    shop,   in    order    to    fit    herself    for    the   post 
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she  was  ambitious  to  fill.  Consent  was  half- 
reluctantly  given,  as  neither  of  the  "worthy  prin- 
cipals "  did  seriously  "  incline "  to  believe  that  Miss 
Dallas — a  young  lady,  a  relative  of  such  a  high- 
born squire  as  Captain  Forrester  of  Wickham  Hall 
—  could  ever  be  really  and  truly  their  paid 
assistant.  Indeed,  much  as  they  liked  her,  they 
would  have  preferred  an  ordinary  and  properly- 
trained  "young  person."  They  did  not  like  to 
say  her  nay,  however ;  so,  greatly  to  her  own 
content,  Myra  officiated  for  a  few  mornings,  and 
did  better  than  anyone  expected.  Then  she  made 
haste  to  finish  up  whatever  necessar}7  needlework 
she  had  in  hand,  that  the  days  might  be  quite 
free  when  Le}7ton  came  to  give  her  the  dear 
delight   of  drawing  under  his   instruction. 

It  was  the  day  before  that  on  which  he  was 
expected,  and  Myra  was  busy  in  the  shop  at  that 
busy  period  of  the  day,  after  early  dinner,  when 
both  boys  and  girls  on  their  way  to  afternoon 
school  ran  in  for  pens  and  pencils  and  exercise- 
books,  etc.   etc. — all  needed  immediately. 

She  was  in  the  act  of  serving  a  schoolboy, 
when    two    gentlemen    came    up     the    street   at    a 
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leisurely  pace  from  the  Wickham  Woods  side.  As 
they  passed  the  front  of  Miss  Foley's  establish- 
ment, the  younger  and  shorter  of  the  two  ex- 
claimed— 

"  By  George !  she's  at  work  in  earnest,  Wardlaw. 
Look  there!" 

Wardlaw  looked  in  eagerly. 

"  That's  the  interesting  young  lady,  is  it  ?  She 
has  a  look  of  poor  Fred  Dallas  when  he  was 
young." 

"  It  won't  do  to  let  this  sort  of  thing  go  on," 
returned  Forrester  quickly.  "  But  it  is  a  shame 
for  a  man  to  leave  his  daughter,  be  she  lawful  or 
unlawful,  penniless,  for  another  man  to  provide 
for.  The  Dallas  family  had  some  money,  and  I 
think  that  Frederic  must  have  left  something  for 
his  daughter.  Here,  here's  the  private  door ;  we'll 
ring  and  ask  for  her  in  proper  form." 

They  were  soon  admitted,  and  stumbling  up 
the  dark  steps  after  Keziah,  were  ushered  into  the 
back  parlour,  which  was  sweet  with  prettily  ar- 
ranged flowers. 

"This  is  a  deuced  nice  room,"  exclaimed  For- 
rester, walking  over    to  the  window  and   then  sur- 
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veying  the  apartment,  "  and  a  good  look-out.  I  had 
no  idea  people  of  this  sort — shopkeepers,  you 
know — had  such  swell  quarters.  Of  course,  the 
big  London  tradesmen  live  like  lighting-cocks,  but 
here,  in  this  bit  of  a  place,  I  didn't  fancy  they 
would  have  drawing-rooms — drawing-rooms  any  lady 
might  sit  down  in,  by  Jove ! " 

"  I  don't  think  you  have  attended  much  to  the 
progress  of  civilisation,"  returned  Wardlaw  drily. 

"Look  here!"  resumed  Forrester,  "these  two 
sketches  on  the  mantelpiece  are  bits  of  Wickham. 
They  are  her  work — my  young  relative's.  Not  bad, 
eh  ?     You  understand  these  things." 

"  Not  bad  at  all "  said  Wardlaw,  "  and " 


The  entrance  of  Myra  cut  his  speech  short. 
Both  gentlemen  bowed  low  with  an  instinctive 
feeling  of  respect  for  the  fair  young  creature  who 
stood  before  them,  who  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  with  an  expression  of  surprise.  Tall  and 
thin,  her  figure  not  quite  developed,  she  was  by 
no  means  of  the  small-waisted,  dressmaker's  type  ; 
the  lines  of  her  neck  and  shoulders  and  pliant 
waist  were  more  likely  to  please  an  artist's  than 
a   modiste's   eye.      Her  generally   pale   cheeks   were 
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slightly  flushed,  and  her  rich  auburn  brown  hair, 
which  grew  rather  low  and  somewhat  in  a  point 
on  her  forehead,  was  gathered  back  into  a  loose 
pile  on  the  top  of  her  head,  leaving  some  tiny 
locks  to  curl  lovingly  round  the  white  neck  at 
the  back.  Her  manner  was  quite  natural,  and 
though  a  little  surprised,  was  undisturbed.  Ward- 
law  thought  that  her  simple,  straight,  black 
gown,  with  its  narrow  frill  of  white  muslin  at 
the  throat,  looked  as  distinguished  on  her  as  many 
of  the  costly  costumes  he  had  seen  from  the 
hands   of  renowned  milliners. 

A  pleased  look  of  recognition  came  into  her 
large  blue  eyes  as  they  rested  on  Wardlaw,  but 
she  addressed  both  men  as  she  advanced  a  step 
or   two. 

"  You  wished  to  speak  to  me  ? " 

"Yes/'  said  Wardlaw,  placing  a  chair  for  her; 
"  both  my  friend  and  myself  have  a  few  words 
to   say." 

"Pray  sit  down  then" — and  Myra  took  the 
seat  he   offered. 

"  I  wished  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the 
young  lady  who  ran   away   with   my  hansom   and 
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myself,"  began  Wardlaw,  with  a  kindly  smile, 
"  and   to   thank   her   for  her   pretty  note." 

"  I  am  so  pleased  to  have  an  opportunity  to 
thank  you  again  for  your  help,  your  goodness 
to  me,"  began  Myra  seriously.  "  I  have 
often  thought  of  you,  and  hoped  you  would  not 
think  I  was  doing  anything  very  wicked,  for  I 
am  sure  you  thought  I  was  running  away  with 
someone." 

"  Or  to  someone,"  returned  Wardlaw.  "  I  must 
now  acknowledge  my  mistake,  and  beg  many  pardons. 
I  earnestly  hope  you  Avill  not  refuse  me  the  plea- 
sure of  your  acquaintance  as  a  punishment  for  my 
misjudgment." 

"  I  shall  always  be  pleased  to  meet  you  and 
speak  to  you,"  said  Myra  simply ;  then  she 
turned  her  eyes  on  Forrester,  who  replied  to  her 
glance  by   exclaiming — 

"  I  suppose  you  wonder  what  brought  me 
here.  I  should  not  have  intruded  if  I  had  not 
something   to   say   concerning  yourself." 

"  Concerning   me  ?  " — in  great   surprise. 

*  Yes,  You  see,  now  I  know  your  real  name, 
I    find    you   are   a   kind   of  relation   of  mine,   and 
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I  don't  like  your  doing  this  sort  of  thing,  you 
know." 

"What  sort  of  thing?"  asked  Myra,  opening 
her  eyes. 

"Oh!  the  shop,  and  the  selling  things,  and  all 
that."     Myra  coloured. 

"But  you  need  know  nothing  about  me,"  she 
said  gently.  "  I  am  a  stranger  to  you ;  let  me  re- 
main one.  I  am  happy,  and  at  rest  here."  She 
sighed  slightly,  and  something  in  her  tone  touched 
Wardlaw  deeply. 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  a  stranger,"  said  Forrester 
bluntly.  "  I  want  to  be  a  friend  and  help  you.  It's 
a  little  difficult  to  begin  about,  though  why  it 
should  be  I  can't  say.  Anyhow,  your  father  doesn't 
seem  to  have  provided  for  you  ;  possibly  he  couldn't. 
Anyhow,  I  have  a  fair  fortune  which  your  father, 
had  he  lived,  might  have  had,  or  some  of  it ;  so  I 
wish  to  make  you  independent  of  shops  and  sell- 
ing, so  that  you  may  draw,  or  paint,  or  do  any- 
thing you  like  in  moderation.  I  did  not  exactly 
know  whom  I  ought  to  address  on  the  subject,  and 
I  thought  I  would  come  to  yourself.  You  will  see 
I  mean  all  right.     I   brought  Mr.    Wardlaw   because 
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he  is  a  great  hand  at  business,  and  he  is  already 
a  friend  of  yours  ;  so  you  and  he  must  make  up 
your  minds  how  much  it  will  take  to  keep  you  fairly 
comfortably,  and  I  will  settle  the  money  in  some 
way.     A  life  annuity  is  best,  I  think." 

Myra  gazed  at  him  in  great  astonishment.  "  You 
are  very,  very  good,"  she  said.  "  But  you  cannot 
think  what  a  quantity  of  money  it  would  take.  Why, 
I  have  heard  Mrs.  Dallas  say  that  I  cost  her  a 
hundred  a  year  at  least — she  did  not  say  it  un- 
kindly, you  know." 

"  A  hundred  pounds  !  That  is  not  ruinous  !  You 
and  Mr.  Wardlaw  must  settle  it.  Then  you  can 
study  art,  and  make  a  fortune ! "  and  Forrester 
laughed  good-humouredly. 

"  Are  you  really  rich,  and  can  you  really  spare 
this  ? "  asked  Myra  with  much  gravity,  adding  as 
she  turned  to  Wardlaw  for  corroboration,  "  can  he  ? " 

"  I  don't  think  it  will  ruin  him,"  returned  Ward- 
Jaw. 

"  I    assure  you    I    should   not   offer   what   would 
cripple   me   in   any   way !      I    am   not   what  people 
would   call    a    generous    fellow ;    but   I   have   some 
idea  of  justice  ! "  said  Forrester. 
d  # 
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"  Then,"  replied  Myra,  "  I  will  accept  your  kind- 
ness gladly.  It  is  a  great  relief  to  know  I  need 
not  be  a  burden  to  anyone,  except  to  you,  and  you 
do  not  mind!  I  thank  you  heartily.  You  must 
take  all  my  sketches  if  you  think  them  worth  ac- 
cepting ; "  and  she  held  out  her  hand  to  him  with 
a  sweet  frankness  that  charmed  Wardlaw.  Forrester 
gave  it  a  hearty  shake. 

"Well  said!  You  are  quite  sensible  and  free 
from  nonsense.  Remember,  though,  I  don't  want 
you  to  stand  behind  the  Foley  counter." 

"  Yery  well.  But  you  do  not  want  me  to  go 
away  at  once  ? " 

"  Oh !  as  to  that,  do  whatever  you  like,  only  do 
not  go  into  the  shop." 

"  There  is  one  person  I  must  consult,"  resumed 
Myra,  "a  friend  of  yours,  and  the  only  gentleman 
friend  I  possess — Mr.  Leyton,  and  whatever  he  thinks 
best  I  shall  do.  He  is  coming  here  to-morrow,  so  you 
can  speak  to  him." 

"Coming  here?  I  think  not.  He  has  not  told 
me,"  said  Forrester. 

"  Oh,  yes !  he  is  coming  to  paint  a  lovely  bit 
in  your  woods,   and   he  is  kind  enough  to  let   me 
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try  to  paint  it,  too,  under  his  directions."  There 
was  a  moment's  silence,  both  men  making  their 
own  comments  on  this  frank  avowal ;  then  Forrester 
exclaimed — 

"  I  say,  Miss  Dallas,  I  wish  you  would  tell  us  why 
you  ran  away  from  your  aunt  ? " 

"  I  was  not  happy,  I  wanted  to  work  for  my- 
self/' returned  Myra  colouring  vividly.  "  But  do  not 
think  my  aunt  was  unkind :  she  tried  to  make  me 
as  happy  as  possible,  but — I  would  rather  not  speak 
about  it.     I  think  I  was  foolish." 

"  Oh,  all  right !  You  ivere  rather  foolish,  but 
I  will  say  no  more." 

"My  friend  Forrester  has  a  fine  English  blimt- 
ness,"  said  Wardlaw. 

"  It  is  well  to  be  honest,"  returned  Myra  looking 
at  Forrester  with  a  sort  of  indulgent  smile,  which 
nettled  him  a  little. 

"  I  have  always  thought  so,"  he  said  stoutly.  "  Now 
I  shall  leave  Wardlaw  with  you  to  discuss  matters." 

u  I  do  not  want  to  discuss  anything ! "  said  Myra 
earnestly. 

"  Perhaps  Miss  Dallas  would  prefer  nominating 
Leyton  her  representative,"  observed  Wardlaw.  "  He 
d  2 
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and  I  can  arrange  matters  between  the  high  con- 
tracting parties." 

"  Yes,  thank  you !  I  should  much  prefer  it," 
cried  Myra. 

"  Then  we  need  not  occupy  your  time  any  longer," 
said  Wardlaw. 

"  And  will  you  tell  Leyton,"  said  Forrester,  "  that 
I  am  awfully  sorry  he  did  not  let  me  know  he  meant 
to  come  down  now,  or  I  should  not  have  made  any 
other  engagement.  As  it  is,  I  am  going  back  to 
town  the  day  after  to-morrow.  Pray  tell  him,  also, 
that  the  Hall  is  quite  at  his  service,  if  he  would 
like  to  put  up  there." 

"  Certainly,  I  will  give  him  your  message." 

"  Then  we  will  wish  you  good-morning,"  said 
Forrester  rising. 

"  I  shall  only  say,  Auf  W iedevsehen"  added 
Wardlaw,  shaking  hands  with  her. 

"  Oh,  yes !  I  do  hope  I  shall  see  you  again," 
exclaimed  Myra  cordially ;  then  giving  her  hand 
to  Forrester,  "  Good-bye,"  she  said,  "  and  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  great  kindness." 

"  All  right,"  said  Forrester  with  a  friendly  nod. 
"Don't  let  that  aunt  of  yours  bamboozle   you   into 
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going  hack  to  her.  You'll  be  better  and  happier 
on  your  own  hook  ;  "  with  which  elegant  valediction 
he  left  the  room. 

"  Ask  Ley  ton  to  come  up  and  have  a  talk,  in 
case  you  see  him  first  to-morrow,"  were  Wardlaw's 
last  words  as  he  hastened  after  Forrester,  and  they 
retraced  their  steps  towards  the  Hall. 

"  Well,"  asked  the  latter,  "  isn't  she  a  nice,  sensible 
little   thing?" 

"  She  is  ;  but  not  little — she  is  nearly  as  tall 
as  yourself." 

"Perhaps.  Then  she  is  so  young — so  almost 
childish — one  thinks  of  her  as  little." 

"  Simple  enough,  if  you  like,  and  truthful,  1 
think  ;  but  not  childish.  She  is  certainly  like  her 
father  when  I  saw  him  last — nearly  twenty  years  ago." 

"  Was  he  in  Munich  then  ? " 

"  No.  At  that  time  he  had  been  living  in 
London.  I  fancy  he  was  arranging  his  affairs, 
which  were  somewhat  tangled,  I  have  heard." 

"  It  was  a  shame  to  leave  that  girl  unpro- 
vided for.  I  suppose  she  knows  nothing  of  her 
mother's  history  ? " 

"  I    hope    not,"    returned    Wardlaw.      "  There    is 
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no  necessity  for  such  painful  knowledge.  I  wonder 
Colonel  Dallas  did  not  settle  something  on  her.  He 
was  as  good  a  fellow  as  ever  lived.  I  knew  him 
very  well.  He  told  me  about  his  brother's  death, 
and  greatly  regretted  the  sort  of  estrangement 
which  existed  between  them.  It  seems  that  Dallas 
wrote  to  his  brother  begging  him  to  break  off 
with  this  girl's  mother,  and  Frederic  replied 
angrily ;  so  the  correspondence  ceased.  That  was 
the  reason  Colonel  Dallas  took  Munich  on  his  way 
home,  hoping  to  effect  a  reconciliation.  The 
brothers  used  to  be  much  attached  until  this 
unfortunate  affair  of " 

"Ay,"  interrupted  Forrester,  "that's  always  the 
way  when  women  get  mixed  up  in  anything. 
They  are  the  devil's  own  for  making  mischief. 
For  a  long  time  ours  was  a  bachelor  corps — only 
the  doctor  and  adjutant  were  married.  Then  the 
old  colonel  was  nabbed,  and  a  married  captain 
exchanged  in;  and  so  on,  till  the  whole  corps 
went  to  the  dogs." 

"  You're  an  awful  heathen,  Forrester ;  but  I  am 
glad  you  are  going  to  do  the  right  thing. 
Your  bark  is  worse  than  your  bite." 
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"  May-be  so.  I  say,  Wardlaw,  you  know 
Ley  ton  pretty  well  —  is  he  '  straight  -going  '  all 
round  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  should  say  particularly  straight. 
But " 

"  Ah !  there  are  always  '  buts  '  in  some  direc- 
tions. Yes ;  I  am  glad  to  be  of  use  to  this  left- 
hand  relative  of  mine  ;  but,  mind  you,  Wardlaw, 
I'm  not  going  to  settle  a  fortune  on  her — a 
sufficiency  according  to  her  position  is  all  she  can 
expect.     I  am  no  Don  Quixote." 

"No  one  ever  accused  you  of  resembling  the 
renowned  knight." 

"Ah,  well,  one  must  think  of  self  in  this 
world.  I'll  send  a  line  to  Leyton  reminding  him 
of  his  promise  to  stay  at  the  Hall.  He  will  get 
it  before  he  leaves  town  to-morrow.  What  a 
curious  affair  it  is ! " 

When  left  alone,  Myra  sat  down  to  think, 
with  a  curious,  dazed  sensation  of  being  in  a 
dream-haunted  sleep.  Her  chief  puzzle  was  how 
this  curt,  resolute,  well-dressed,  and  certainly  dis- 
tinguished-looking young  man  came  to  be  her 
cousin.     Her  ideas   of  social   life — of  relations,  con- 
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nections,  and  all  the  complicated  articulation  of 
family  ties — were  very  crude.  She  was  brought 
up  within  the  borders  of  social  Bohemia — a  very 
gentle,  innocent  Bohemia,  where  the  only  aris- 
tocracy was  that  of  genius.  Of  finery  she  knew 
nothing — of  refinement  a  great  deal ;  for  vul- 
garity jarred  upon  her  as  something  intolerable. 
She  knew  not  why.  Her  dear,  good  Mrs.  Keene 
was  by  no  means  highly  polished,  yet  she  never 
offended ;  while  Wilhelmina  not  ^infrequently  made 
her  feel  unwell.  The  buoyancy  and  brightness  of 
her  youth  had  been  perpetually  overshadowed  by 
a  sense  of  loneliness — a  dim  feeling,  which  she  could 
not  define,  that  she  was  not  like  other  girls, 
and  that,  somehow  or  other,  her  strange  isolation 
was  by  no  means  counted  to  her  for  righteous- 
ness ;  that  when  her  schoolfellows  went  away  to 
parents  and  guardians  and  relatives,  it  was  not 
altogether  to  her  credit  that  she  was  left  to 
spend   her   holidays   at   school. 

On  the  whole,  her  ignorance  of  life  —  English 
life  especially — saved  her  from  many  painful  sur- 
mises ;  still,  there  was  a  deep  strain  of  sad 
resignation    running    through    the   current    of    her 
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life.  Fortunately  for  Myra,  she  had  no  personal 
ambition.  Music  was  dear  to  her  for  its  inspiring 
harmony  ;  drawing  was  even  dearer,  because  of  a 
certain  inexpressible  delight  in  reproducing  on 
paper  or  canvas  the  effects  which  charmed  her 
eye,  and  she  forgot  herself  in  both.  She  was 
slightly  indolent  by  nature ;  but  this  was  corrected 
by  an  inherent  independence,  which  made  it 
almost  impossible  for  her  to  ask  help — money 
help — from  anyone. 

Forrester's  offer,  therefore,  was  doubly  welcome 
after  her  terrible  experience  of  penniless  depen- 
dence while  with  Mrs.  Dallas.  To  have  enough 
wherewith  to  provide  for  her  small  daily  needs, 
and  to  buy  herself  pretty  clothes,  which  need 
not  be  costly,  filled  her  soul  with  tranquil  plea- 
sure. To  be  independent,  and  free  to  study  the 
art  she  loved,  was  almost  like  heaven.  What  a 
piece  of  news  to  tell  Jack,  who  was  always  her 
dear,  good,  true  friend ;  to  whom  she  could  give 
nothing,  but  who  was  ready  to  do  everything  for 
her,  and  to  trouble  himself  about  an  insignificant 
stumbler  on  the  path  to  art  like  herself.  Much 
as   she    liked    the    kindly    sisters — her    hostesses — 
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she  would  not  say  a  word  to  them  till  she  had 
first  told  everything  to  Jack ;  so  when  Miss  Foley 
said  to  her  at  tea  that  evening,  "You  had  some 
distinguished  visitors  to-day,  missee,  my  dear  ? " 
Myra  said,  "  Yes,  indeed.  I  shall  tell  you  all 
about  them  to-morrow.  They  are  very  nice  and 
kind,  and  Captain  Forrester  says  he  is  a  cousin 
of  mine." 

"Indeed!"  cried  Miss  Foley  with  a  very  large 
note  of  admiration.  "  It  is  a  pity  there  is  not  a 
lady  up  at  the  Hall,  then  he  might  ask  you  to  go 
and  stay  there  !  " 

"Oh!  I  don't  think  he  would  do  that,"  said 
Myra  laughing,  "though  I  should  like  to  stay  at 
a  real  English  country  house." 

If  Myra  was  humility  itself  in  some  directions, 
she  had  not  the  slightest  dread  of  those  who,  ac- 
cording to  the  social  scale,  were  her  superiors;  a 
lady  was  a  lady,  a  gentleman  was  a  gentleman, 
and  no  more  to  her. 

Next  morning  broke  dull,  soft,  and  drizzling, 
to  Myra's  great  disgust.  She  had  arranged  in  her 
own  mind  that  Ley  ton  was  to  arrive  somewhere 
about  early  dinner-time,  and  that  then  they  might 
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go  into  the  woods  together,  and  make  a  final  de- 
cision as  to  where  they  should  take  their  stand, 
and  if  Myra  was  to  attempt  the  sketch  in  water- 
colours  as  she  wished.  Miss  Foley,  however,  assured 
her  that  rain  was  greatly  wanted  for  the  country,  and 
that  probably  to-morrow  would  be  beautifully  fine. 

Myra  had  retired  to  her  room  after  breakfast, 
to  put  the  last  touches  to  a  bonnet  she  was  mak- 
ing for  her  especial  ally,  Miss  Letitia;  she  was 
anxious  to  get  it  out  of  the  way  before  she  began 
lessons  with  Jack,  when  she  was  startled  by  Keziah, 
who  came  with  a  smile  on  her  rather  wooden  face 
to  say  that  "Muster  Leyton  was  asking  for  'ee." 
A  hasty  brushing  off  of  threads  and  scraps,  an 
equally  hasty  smoothing  over  of  her  hair  and  casting 
aside  of  her  apron,  and  Myra  ran  down  to  greet 
her  friend.  "How  good  of  you  to  come  so  soon!" 
she  cried  giving  him  her  hand,  "  I  did  not  expect 
you  till  two  o'clock." 

"  I  intended  to  be  still  earlier,"  said  Leyton,  who 
looked  somewhat  grave  and  even  annoyed,  "  but  I 
could  not  get  off." 

"  There  is  something  the  matter  with  you,  Jack ! 
you  do  not  look  pleased  ? " 
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"Well,  I  am  not,  Myra,"  he  returned  smiling. 
"  I  was  in  hopes  that  Forrester  was  off  somewhere. 
Now  he  writes  to  me  to  lunch  with  him  and  stay 
there,  and  I  don't  know  what.  Now  I  just  wanted 
to  be  free,  and  on  my  own  hook — not  to  have  him 
worrying  after  me." 

"  Oh,  don't  mind  that ! "  cried  Myra.  "  I  have 
a  great  piece  of  news  for  you,  and  when  you  hear 
it  you  will  be  glad  to  see  him  anywhere;  he  has 
been  so  good  to  me  ! " 

"  Indeed ! "  said  Leyton  in  a  surprised,  almost 
alarmed  tone,  looking  earnestly  into  the  blue  eyes 
upraised  to  his  own. 

"  Yes,  he  is  good  !  though  he  is  so  odd  and  blunt. 
He  came  here  yesterday  with — who  do  you  think  ? — 
the  very  same  gentleman  who  let  me  drive  with 
him  in  his  cab  the  day  I  escaped — Mr.  Wardlaw. 
I  was  so  glad  to  see  him  ;  and  after  a  few  words, 
Captain  Forrester  told  me  he  had  found  I  was  re- 
lated to  him,  and  that,  somehow,  part  of  his  money 
ought  to  have  been  my  father's ;  so  he  is  going 
to  give  me  an — annuity  I  think  he  called  it.  I 
don't  know  how  much,  but  I  think  a  hundred  a 
yeaf^  because " 
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"  A  hundred  a  year  !  "  repeated  Leyton  ;  "  I  hope 
a  little  more  than  that." 

"It  is  a  great  deal,  Jack !  At  first  I  was  rather 
startled  and  shy  about  taking  it,  but  both  of  them 
assured  me  that  Captain  Forrester  had  plenty  of 
money,  and  that  I,  somehow,  had  a  right  to  it ;  so 
I  was  very  pleased  and  said,  '  Thank  you  ! '  " 

"  I  am  very  glad  of  this  ! "  said  Leyton  drawing 
a  chair  beside  her  as  she  sat  down  on  a  settee  in 
the  window.  "  Forrester  has  done  the  right  thing, 
I  trust  he  will  carry  it  out,  and  settle  a  fair  amount 
on  you  legally." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  he  will ;  and  I  think  what  he 
wants  to  talk  to  you  about  is  this  business.  It  is 
too  bad  to  trouble  you  when  you  have  plenty  to 
do  for  yourself,  but  Mr.  Wardlaw  seemed  inclined 
to  make  you  a  sort  of  guardian  to  me." 

"Well,  Myra,  are  you  disposed  to  accept  me  as 
your  guardian  ? " 

"Yes,  of  course  I  am,  and  very  thankful  to 
have  you  !  "  cried  Myra  with  a  happy  laugh,  stretch- 
ing out  her  hand  to  him  and  giving  his  a  frank, 
friendly  pressure.  "  Isn't  this  great  news  ?  Now 
I   shall   be   able   to   study,   and   I   may   be   able   to 
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earn  some  money  by  drawing  and  painting,  besides 
the  joy  of  doing  it." 

"I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  Myra.  I  am  delighted 
to  go  to  the  Hall  on  such  an  errand;  but  For- 
rester must  shell  out  more  than  a  hundred  a 
year ! " 

"  I  could  never  ask  for  anything  more." 

"  No !  but  I  could,"  returned  Jack.  "  Your 
cousin  is  in  Wardlaw's  hands,  and  he  will  make 
him  do  the  right  thing ;  at  any  rate,  we  could  not 
do  much  on  a  day  like  this,  so  I  will  get  business 
matters  over,  and  to-morrow  we  will  start  fair.  By 
the  way,  I  think  my  picture  must  be  a  (  Summer ' 
not  a  '  Spring '  Evening,  for  we  are  already  in  June. 
I  had  a  visit  from  your  friend,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  the  other 
day.  She  brought  me  your  pictures  to  take  care 
of,  but  her  object  really  was  to  tell  me  her  ideas 
respecting  young  Ashby  and  his  mother's  schemes. 
We  shall  never  be  able  to  prove  if  she  is  right  or 
not ;  she  is  inclined  to  colour  things  ;  but  if  what 
she  says  is  correct,  I  should  like  to  give  both  mother 
and  son  the  lash!  You  must  have  had  an  awful 
fright,  my  poor  child  !  " 

"  I  was  awfully  terrified !   and  yon  frighten  me 
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now.     You  look  so  angry,  Jack !     You  must   never 

be  cross  to  me  ! " 

Leyton  laughed.     "Do  you   think   I   should  be, 

Myra  ? "  taking  her  hand  in  both  his  own. 
"  Yes,  if  you  thought  I  deserved  it." 
"  Ay !     I  might  be  very,  very  angry  under  some 

circumstances ;    but,  meantime,  we  are  fast  friends ! 

Now  I  must  be  off.     Prepare  for  my  first  appearance 

as  a  severe,  square-toed  guardian." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THROUGH     THE     WOODS. 

Leyton's    interview    with     Forrester    and    his    ex- 
guardian   was,   on   the   whole,   satisfactory. 

He  was  welcomed  cordially,  and  found,  first, 
that  Forrester  was  going  away  on  a  cruise  with 
some  friends  to  Norway,  and  Wardlaw  was  re- 
turning that  evening  to  town  ;  secondly,  that 
Forrester  was  more  disposed  to  be  just  than 
generous.  Nevertheless,  he  obtained  a  sufficient 
allowance  to  set  Myra  free — if  she  were  careful — 
for  study,  to  acquire  the  means  of  increasing  her 
income.  Both  men  were  anxious  that  Leyton 
should  act  as  Myra's  friend  and  guardian.  He 
hesitated ;  he  scarce  knew  why.  But,  casting  a 
mental  glance  round,  he  could  think  of  no  other 
possible  person  to  fill  this  office.  He  therefore 
assented ;  whereupon  Wardlaw  remarked  that  he 
was    glad    of    it,   as    he   (Leyton)   was   well    suited 
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to  act  as  her  adviser  in  all  matters  connected 
with  the  art  for  which  she  seemed  to  have  a 
decided  taste. 

"  Quite  decided,  by  Jove ! "  added  Forrester. 
"  I  was  a  good  deal  struck  with  her  work.  She 
wanted  to  give  me  her  drawings  at  once — very 
proper  spirit  on  her  part — but,  of  course,  I 
will  pay  whatever  you  think  they  are  worth, 
Ley  ton." 

"  You  had  better  let  her  give  them  to  you," 
returned  Leyton.  "  You  may  pay  for  any  others : 
but,  just  at  the  beginning,  it  will  gratify  her. 
You  have  really  done  her  a  great  service,  and 
she  is  naturally  anxious  to  show  her  appreciation 
of  it." 

"  Well,  if  you  are  so  sentimental — both  of  you — 
let  it  be  as  Miss  Dallas  wishes.  But,  Leyton,  I 
would  rather  she  were  ".out  of  this.  You  see,  it 
would  be  awkward  her  living  on  with  these  old 
book-selling  women.  Her  connection  with  me 
would  leak  out,  and  it  wouldn't  sound  well." 

"  All  right.  But  she  may  as  well  stay  until 
I  find  quarters  for  her  in  Paris ;  for  I  think  she 
had   better   study   in   Paris.       Indeed,  wherever  she 
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goes  I  shall  have  to  look  for  some  place  for  her; 
but  Lady  Shirland  will  help  me." 

"I  suppose  she  has  no  friend  who  would 
take  her  in,  even  for  a  consideration  ? "  asked 
Wardlaw. 

"  No  one  but  a  capital  woman  who  knew  her 
mother  and  would  do  anything  for  her ;  but,  as 
she  keeps  a  sort  of  hotel,  that  would  not  do. 
Myra  Dallas  is  quite  a  gentlewoman." 

"  Ah,  well,  I've  no  doubt  you  will  do  the 
right  thing,"  said  Forrester.  "  As  she  has  a  little 
income  now,  I  daresay  some  curate  or  doctor  will 
marry  her  ;  and  she  will  go  on  all  right.  I'll 
see  my  man  Grove  the  day  after  to-morrow,  and 
give  him  instructions  to  prepare  a  deed  of  settle- 
ment at  once.  I  am  very  glad  to  be  of  use  to 
my  young  relative,  as  I  am  quite  willing  to  con- 
sider her.  Now,  Leyton,  if  you  can  find  a  re- 
spectable husband  for  her,  we  shall  both  have 
done  our  duty  like  men." 

Leyton  laughed — a  somewhat  forced  laugh — and 
then  changed  the  subject. 

Forrester  pressed  him  to  remain  to  dinner 
after   taking   a   turn   round   the    home    farm ;    but 
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Leyton  refused.  Wardlaw,  who  was  going  to  call 
upon  a  neighbouring  family — acquaintances  of  his 
in  London — offered  to  walk  back  to  Redworth 
with  him  ;  so  Leyton,  having  reiterated  his  thanks 
on  behalf  of  Myra,  took  leave  of  Forrester ;  and 
for  some  little  way  he  and  Wardlaw  paced  on  in 
silence,  till  some  observation  of  the  latter  on  the 
congenial  topic  of  "  birds "  and  the  prospect  of 
sport  in  the  coming  season  started  a  lively  con- 
versation. At  length  even  this  topic  was  ex- 
hausted, and  a  pause  ensued,  which  Wardlaw 
suddenly  broke  by  exclaiming — 

"  I  wonder  what  her  little  game  was  ? " 

"  Whose  ?  "  asked  Leyton. 

"The  widow's— Mrs.  Dallas's." 

"  You  mean  her  wish  to  keep  Myra  in  her 
hands  ?     Yes ;  it  is  rather  puzzling." 

"  What  made  the  girl  run  away  ? " 

"  I  fancy  young  Ashby's  attentions  were  rather 
too  pressing." 

"Yet  he  is  a  good-looking,  smooth-tongued 
young  fellow.  Many  girls  would  have  been 
charmed  with   him."  * 

"  Perhaps.     There  is  no  accounting  for  taste." 
e  2 
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"Still,  there  is  the  extraordinary  fact  that 
Mrs.  Dallas — a  shrewd,  worldly  woman — should  be 
more  than  willing  to  let  her  son  marry  the 
illegitimate,  penniless  daughter  of  a  poor  painter. 
I  wonder  what  can  be  the  secret  spring  of  her 
conduct  ? " 

"  That  I  cannot  tell ;  but  there  is  something 
under  it  all." 

"  I  suppose  all  poor  Fred's  papers  fell  into  his 
brother's  hands  ? " 

"  No  doubt ;  and  what  little  property  he  had, 
too.  Of  course,  as  he  died  without  a  will,  his 
daughter  had  no  claim,  and  all  went  to  Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  What  an  infamous  shame !  Well,  I  am 
thankful  that  Forrester  has  done  the  right  thing. 
That  poor  girl  is  tolerably  safe  now,"  said  Ward- 
law.  "Forrester  is  a  curious  fellow — very  hard, 
but  not  half  bad.  I  am  glad  he  has  taken  a 
fancy  to  Miss  Dallas  after  his  fashion.  I  wonder 
what  circulates  in  his  veins." 

"Not  blood,  I  should  say,"  returned  Ley  ton. 
"  It's  better  for  him,  perhaps.  When  that  kind  of 
circulating  medium  *  catches  fire  there  is  generally 
a  big  blaze." 
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"  Well,  I  am  pretty  sure,  whatever  his  circulating 
medium  may  be,  it  will  never  ignite." 

"I  should  not  be  too  sure,"  said  Leyton. 

Warcllaw  glanced  at  him,  and  after  a  moment's 
pause  he  observed,  "My  road  turns  off  here,  so  I 
must  wish  you  good-bye.  My  best  compliments 
to  Miss  Dallas.  It  is  rather  a  cold  message  to  a 
young  lady  who  eloped  with  me ;  but,  I  assure  you 
I  am  not  the  less  her  devoted  servant,  if  I  can  be 
of  any  use  to  her.  I  must  say  I  should  not  mind 
having  a  daughter  like  her  to  look  after  me  as  I 
fall  deeper  into  the  sere  and  yellow." 

"  Yes,  if  she  would  look  after  you !  But  it's 
hard  to  say  what  a  woman  might  do." 

"  Or  a  man  either,  for  that  matter.  Besides, 
there  are  women  and  women.  I've  travelled  fur- 
ther on  the  road  of  life  than  you,  though  you  have 
seen  a  good  bit,  too." 

"  The  distance  is  nothing,  it's  the  pace  that 
kills,"  returned  Leyton  smiling. 

They  shook  hands  and  parted.  Leyton  pressed 
on  with  a  swinging  step ;  he  was  eager  to  tell  Myra 
the  result  of  his  interview :  he  was  glad  to  think 
that   the   Hall  would  be  shut  up   during   his   stay. 
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What  a  curious  freak  of  fortune  it  was  that  made 
him,  in  a  way,  Myra's  guardian;  for  he  could  not 
refuse  to  accept  the  office  thrust  upon  him,  she 
having  no  other  man  friend  in  the  world.  It  was  but 
for  a  short  time  she  would  need  his  services  ;  in 
another  year  she  would  be  of  age,  and  her  own 
mistress,  if  by  that  time  she  had  not  married  "some 
doctor  or  curate." 

After  all,  there  were  not  many  men  who  were 
calculated  to  make  Myra  happy.  She  was  so  deli- 
cate, so  unworldly,  and  had  been  so  unfortunate. 
Happily  for  herself,  she  appeared  to  have  little   or 

no  passion,  plenty  of  tenderness,  but "  I  have 

no  right  to  judge  anyone's  character  though ;  least 
of  all  a  woman's,"  said  Leyton  to  himself,  inter- 
rupting the  course  of  his  thoughts.  "  Myra  may 
have  mental  depths  I  have  not  explored." 

On  reaching  "  Foley's  Library,"  Leyton  found 
Myra  writing  busily. 

"  What  a  long  time  you  have  been  away ! "  she 
exclaimed,  rising  to  greet  him,  "yet  you  have  not 
really  been  long." 

"  Now  I  must  give  you  an  account  of  my  mis- 
sion,"  he   returned.      "On   the    whole    things   have 
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gone  much  as  I  wished."  Myra  resumed  her  seat, 
and  Leyton  drawing  a  chair  opposite  her,  repeated 
most  of  what  had  passed  during  his  interview  with 
Forrester  and  Wardlaw.  "You  see,  then,"  he  con- 
cluded, "you  will  be  able  (with  economy)  to  live 
and  study,  if  you  wish  to  study  your  art.  We  must 
arrange  some  plan  of  life,  for  you  cannot  remain 
here.  But  I  don't  want  you  to  plunge  into  any 
other  work  but  sketching  with  me  at  present;  I 
am  selfish  enough  to  try  and  secure  your  company, 
if  I  can,  while  I  am  here,"  concluded  Leyton  with 
one  of  his  rare,  sweet  smiles. 

"  Do  you  care  to  have  me  with  you  ?  "  said  Myra 
resting  her  elbow  on  the  table  and  her  head  on 
her  hand,  while  she  looked  at  him  calmly  and 
thoughtfully.  "It  is  good  to  hear  you  say  that, 
to  know  that  I  do  not  trouble  you.  I  will  never 
trouble  you  if  I  can  help  it,  so  I  hope  we  shall 
always  agree." 

"  That  means  that  you  do  not  undertake  to  give 
up  your  will  and  judgment  altogether  to  your 
guardian  ? "  asked  Leyton,  amused  by  her  reserva- 
tion. 

"  No,  dear  Jack,  I  do  not !     We  might  disagree 
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about  some  matter  of  right  or  wrong,  and  there  I 
should  not  let  another  think  for  me !  But  it  is  not 
likely  that  we  shall  differ.  I  am  going  to  dare  to 
be  happy  now.  I  can  hardly  believe  that  I  shall 
not  have  to  depend  on  anyone  again ;  that  I  shall 
always  have  a  penny  for  a  stamp,  and  two-and- 
sixpence  for  a  pair  of  gloves !  You  cannot  think 
how  dreadful  it  was  all  those  months  with  Mrs. 
Dallas,  never  to  have  a  farthing  of  one's  own ! 
Oh  !  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  it."  She  shuddered 
visibly. 

"What  was  it  you  disliked  so  much,  besides 
your  impecuniosity  ? "  asked  Leyton  looking  keenly 
into  her  eyes.  "  Was  that  young  cub  trouble- 
some ? " 

"  Yes ! "  returned  Myra,  growing  a  little  paler. 
"  I  suppose  it  was  weak  and  foolish  of  me,  but 
after  I  went  to  live  with  Mrs.  Dallas,  the  feeling 
of  being  in  the  room  with  him  made  me  faint  and 
ill,  and  his  eyes  frightened  me.  Then  I  wanted  to 
like  him  ;  I  tried,  I  saw  it  would  please  my  aunt ; 
and  I  knew  that  all  these  weary  years  I  was  miserable 
because  I  had  no  one  to  love  me  as  my  dear  father 
did.     And  now,  when  Lionel  Avas  ready  to  love  me,  I 
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felt  only  horror  !  It  was  ungrateful,  too ;  but — it 
is  over." 

"  It  was  curious,  certainly,"  said  Leyton  looking 
down  thoughtfully,  with  an  instinctive  desire  to 
hide  the  expression  he  knew  was  in  his  eyes.  "  All 
you  have  to  do  now  is  to  forget  all  unpleasant 
things,  and  grow  well  and  strong ;  for  you  look  by 
no  means  robust,  my  dear  ward." 

"  Oh  !    I   shall  soon  be  a  giant  of  strength." 

"  And   who   are   you   writing   to   now  ? " 

"  To  Mrs.  Keene.  She  will  be  so  glad  to  hear 
my  good  news.  If  you  could  only  have  seen  the 
joy  of  Miss  Foley  and  Miss  Letitia  when  I  told 
them  the  great  news,  you  would  have  been 
amused  and  pleased.  Now  I  want  to  write  to 
Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  Must  you  write  to  Mrs.  Dallas  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  I  ought.  I  never  had  any  quarrel  with 
her.  She  always  treated  me  well;  and  I  behaved 
badly — everyone  would  consider  it  acting  badly." 

"  Well,  perhaps  you  had  better." 

Myra  folded  up  her  letter  and  put  it  into  an 
envelope. 

"  I  must   pay  Mrs.    Keene  five  pounds  she  gave 
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me,  then  perhaps  it  may  be  in  time  to  prevent 
her  selling  the  ring." 

"  What  ring  ? " 

Myra  gave  him  the  history. 

"  How  good  Captain  Forrester  has  been  to  me ! 
I  do  like  him." 

"  He  is  rather  a  rough  customer,"  said  Leyton. 

"  I  do  not  find  him  rough.  He  is  sympathetic 
to  me." 

"  I  believe  you  are  the  first  person  who  ever 
thought  him  so,"  returned  Leyton  a  little  gruffly. 
"Now  I  will  leave  you  to  finish  your  letters.  If 
the  evening  is  fine,  may  I  come  and  take  you  for 
a  stroll  ?  I  think  the  sun  is  struggling  to  show 
himself." 

"  Oh,  yes,  do.  It  will  be  delightful.  And  will 
you  come  back  and  have  a  cup  of  tea  with  my 
good  friends  ? " 

"  To  be  sure.     I  shall  quite  enjoy  it." 


It  would  be  difficult  in  so  many  words  to  con- 
vey the  quiet  happiness  of  the  ensuing  week  or 
two — the    thorough    companionship ;    the    complete 
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comprehension  daily  developing  between  master 
and  pupil;  the  long  afternoons  of  work,  sprinkled 
with  discussions  and  sympathetic  talk. 

The  extraordinary  confidence  with  which  Myra 
told  every  thought  of  her  heart,  every  little  event 
of  her  simple  life,  to  Leyton,  was  unchequered,  un- 
tinged  with  the  smallest  suspicion  that  he  could 
be  a  lover.  He  was  her  father's  friend,  her  own 
and  only  old  friend  ;  and  in  his  faithful  friendship  she 
believed  much  more  intensely  than  she  did  in 
heaven — one  was  so  near,  the  other  so  far  and  so 
indefinite.  The  clear  and  healthy  soul  thus  laid 
bare  to  him  interested  Leyton  beyond  all  he  had 
ever  known  or  studied.  In  contemplating  it  he 
almost  forgot  the  soft  grace,  the  great,  lustrous, 
appealing  eyes,  the  sensitive  mouth,  whose  effect 
upon  his  senses  he  once  half  feared. 

He  tried  hard  and  honestly  to  keep  up  a  com- 
posed and  even  indifferent  tone  in  his  intercourse 
with  his  pupil.  It  was^such  folly  to  lose  his  hold 
of  himself  a  second  time ;  besides,  it  would  be 
stupid  of  a  struggling  man  to  dream  of  marrying, 
and  it  would  be  shameful  to  mislead  so  defenceless 
a  creature  as  Myra.      Though  she  was  utterly  un- 
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touched  by  any  feeling  save  gratitude  and  regard, 
perhaps,  if  he  melted  into  the  lover,  she  would 
shrink  from  him  as  she  did  from  young  Ashby. 
Well,  no ;  not  quite  in  the  same  way.  But  if,  as 
was  quite  probable,  he  were  not  acceptable  to  her, 
their  charming  friendship  would  be  at  an  end. 
No ;  of  course  it  would  never  do  to  give  in  to 
such  weakness.  He  was  strong  enough  to  guard 
both,  and  might  enjoy  the  sweet  dewy  tenderness 
of  this  restful  passage  in  his  hitherto  rugged 
way. 

Meantime  the  days  were  all  too  short,  the  nights 
too  terribly  long ;  the  separation,  when  the  afternoon 
and  evening's  work  was  over — for  he  wanted  sunset 
effects — infinitely  irritating.  Sometimes,  indeed — 
only  when  invited — he  would  go  in  to  tea — high  tea 
— and  Myra  would  play  old  German  airs  to  him  on 
a  weakly  little  piano,  which  had  once  been  the 
pride  of  Miss  Foley's  sitting-room,  ■  and  was  at 
least  in  tune.  How  they  transported  him  back  to 
the  pains  and  pleasures  of  his  Munich  existence, 
when  Myra  was  quite  a  little  girl — the  cherished 
darling  of  a  happy  home,  a  pretty,  inoffensive  toy 
to  himself — and   now  she  was  gradually  absorbing 
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him,  though  passion  had  not  yet  crept  into  the 
quick  currents  of  his  blood  !  She  was  interesting, 
too,  as  a  pupil.  She  caught  his  ideas  quickly,  and 
improved  greatly  under  his  instruction.  She  had 
artistic  feeling,  and  sometimes  made  suggestions 
respecting  his  own  work  which  he  did  not  disdain 
to  accept.     Yes ;  they  were  halcyon  days. 

To  Myra  they  were  too  heavenly  sweet.  She 
only  feared,  poor  child,  warned  by  sad  experience, 
that  it  would  not,  could  not  last.  Yet  she  did  not 
let  this  innate  conviction  trouble  her  enjoyment — 
such  gleams  of  sunshine  were  too  rare,  too  pre- 
cious not  to  be  grasped  anyhow.  Perhaps  her 
pleasure  was  more  complete  because  it  was  more 
tranquil. 

Myra  was  singularly  free  from  selfishness  in 
every  form.  She  did  not  want  to  be  more  beau- 
tiful, more  gifted,  more  exalted  than  her  fellows. 
She  was  so  little  occupied  with  self  that  she  never 
stopped  to  regret  that  she  was  plain  or  dull  or  in- 
significant. She  did  not  know  whether  she  was  or 
was  not.  Thus  she  was  free  to  enjoy  everything 
outside  self  without  drawbacks.  All  she  asked  was 
to  be  loved;    the  only  boon    she    craved  was  home 
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life,  neither  of  which  it  had,  so  far,  been  her  lot  to  find. 
She  was  glad  to  please,  and  quick  to  resent  un- 
kindness  where  it  was  meant,  which  she  had  the 
sense  to  see  was  rarely.  It  was  this  resentment 
which  nerved  her  to  meet  Mrs.  Dallas's  harshness 
in  the  first  years  of  her  London  life  with  an 
amount  of  courage,  even  defiance,  which  embittered 
that  lady  against  her. 

This  freedom  from  self-consciousness  is  a  shield 
to  the  girl  so  gifted.  She  does  not  see  in  every 
man  she  meets  a  possible  or  probable  lover,  and  so 
does  not  lose  her  head,  nor  the  freedom  of  un- 
embarrassed manner,  and  the  power  of  frank  ex- 
pression, until  the  real  ruler  of  her  destinies  appears ; 
and  even  then  not  until  some  accident  reveals  that 
he  is  not  quite  "  as  other  men  are  "  to  her. 

This  it  was  that  made  Myra  so  tranquilly,  health- 
fully happy  in  Leyton's  presence.  He  was  a 
dear,  delightful  comrade,  of  whose  superior  know- 
ledge, judgment,  experience,  ability  she  had  the 
highest  opinion,  yet  whose  superiority  did  not  crush 
her ;  she  could  speak  out  her  own  small  thoughts, 
and  dreams,  and  wishes  without  reserve.  His  some- 
what matter-of-fact,  brusque  manner  helped  to  keep 
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the  idea  of  love  at  a  distance,  and  preserve  the 
heavenly  peace  of  this  blissful  interval. 

The  setting  of  the  scene,  too,  was  full  of  charm. 
The  lanes  were  sweet  with  abundant  hawthorn,  wild 
roses  beautified  the  hedge-rows ;  the  paths  through 
Wickham  Woods  were  gay  with  groups  of  fiery 
lychris,  and  patches  of  woodruff  lay  at  the  feet  of  old 
trees.  The  woods  had  reached  their  loveliest  stage ; 
wide-spreading  beech  and  blossoming  chestnut, 
noble  oak-trees  and  grand  old  elms,  upheld  a  firma- 
ment of  transparent  green.  The  midday  sun  sent  his 
golden  radiance  through  the  lovely  leaves,  or  sprinkled 
the  soft,  mossy  grass  beneath  with  drops  of  light, 
as  the  gentle  air  opened  a  passage  for  them. 

The  woods  were  perfect  at  this  merging  of  May 
into  June.  From  the  deep  shadows  of  "  the  swaying 
greenness "  the  coo  of  the  ringdove  came  with  a 
sleepy  tenderness  ineffably  soothing,  and  where  the 
open  glades  permitted  a  wider  view,  or  as  sundown 
approached,  strips  of  the  sky  were  visible,  barred 
with  crimson  and  violet,  gold  and  pale  lilac. 

The  point  selected  by  Leyton  for  his  picture  was  a 
bend  in  the  trout  stream  which  ran  through  Wickham 
Woods,  Avhere  it  was  crossed  by  an  old  grey  stone 
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bridge,  lichen-grown,  its  crevices  denned  with  little 
ferns ;  and  through  the  high  arch  was  a  delightful 
peep  at  the  opposite  bank,  with  its  tangle  of  greenery 
dipping  into  the  brown  water.  Following  the 
stream  was  the  widest  opening  in  the  woods.  The 
ground  rose  steeply  at  the  further  side,  showing 
every  variety  of  foliage,  and  the  glade,  still  widening 
out  and  sloping  downwards,  permitted  a  glimpse 
of  the  blue  distance  beyond.  On  this  scene  shone 
the  western  sun,  in  which  the  tender  softness  of 
spring  light  still  lingered. 

Ley  ton  had  never  enjoyed  any  work  so  much. 
His  senses  seemed  unusually  clear,  his  perception 
of  colour,  beauty,  proportion,  abnormally  vivid ; 
certainly,  he  had  rarely  painted  so  well. 

The  light  was  changing,  and  Leyton  paused,  and 
stood  back  to  contemplate  the  effect  of  his  labours. 
"  I  think  that  will  do,"  he  said,  "  at  least  for  to-day. 
You  have  brought  me  luck,  Myra !  I  have  seldom 
been  so  much  'i'  the  vein.'  Let  me  see  how  you 
have  got  on.  Hum,  ah !  not  so  bad !  Your  sky 
might  be  more  diaphanous,  but  you'll  manage  with 
practice.     You  have  not  done  much  ? " 

"  No !     I    have   been    watching    you.     This    will 
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be  lovely,  Jack ;  even  better  than  an  '  Autumn 
Morning/  "  coming  up  to  gaze  at  his  picture. 

"  Yes  !  It's  pretty  good !  but,  after  all,  what  a 
poor  travesty  of  the  glories  of  Nature  one's  best  en- 
deavour is  !  It  is  heavenly  here."  They  stood  silently 
side  by  side  for  a  moment  or  two  enjoying  the 
tranquil  beauty  around  them.  The  birds  were  now 
mostly  silent,  but  a  stray  unmated  blackbird  poured 
forth  occasionally  his  mellow  notes,  and  the  blackcap, 
flitting  here  and  there  among  the  underwood,  uttered 
his  rich  sweet  song. 

"  Come,"  said  Leyton  with  a  quick  sigh,  "  let 
us  shut  up  shop  !  We  will  leave  our  belongings 
at  the  keeper's  lodge  ;  and  if  you  are  up  to  a  toler- 
ably long  walk,  say  about  two  miles  and  a-half,  I 
can  take  you  a  lovely  round  through  the  other 
side  of  the  woods,  and  past  the  house,  back  to 
the  town." 

"  Oh,  I  am  quite  ready,  Jack.  I  can  walk  fur- 
ther than  that." 

"  Can  you  ?    You  don't  look  like  it." 

"One  can  always  do  what  is  pleasant." 

"  You  are  a  philosopher,  Myra  !  " 

"  Thank  you  !     I  did  not  know  I  was  anything 
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so  fine,"  she  returned,  putting  up  her  materials, 
which  Leyton  carried  with  his  own.  The  sun  was 
beginning  to  sink  when  they  started  homewards, 
and  for  some  little  way  they  walked  in  sympathetic 
silence. 

"  Your  picture  is  nearly  finished  ? "  asked  Myra 
at  last. 

"  I  want  another  day  or  two  at  it  here ;  then  I 
can  finish  in  the  studio  as  far  as  it  can  be 
finished." 

"  Shall  you  go  away  then  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  There  are  some  other  de- 
lightful bits  further  up  the  stream;  then  I  want  to 
give  you  a  few  lessons  in  trees." 

"  Thank  you,  dear  Jack ;  but  you  must  not 
waste  your  time  on  me." 

"  If  it  is  wasted  ?  Nothing  is  wasted  that  gives 
pleasure." 

Myra  laughed — a  happy  laugh. 

"  I  am  uncommonly  happy  down  here,"  added 
Leyton. 

"  So  am  I,"  returned  Myra  cordially ;  "  but  it 
will  not  do  for  you  to  stay  here — you  must  be 
in  London." 
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"I  don't  care  for  London.  It  is  such  a  crush 
of  struggling,  selfish,  swindling,  competitive  money- 
grubbers,  that  an  honest  fellow  has  scarcely  a 
chance." 

*  That  is  a  dreadful  description.  I  always  think 
that  everything  would  go  to  pieces  if  the  good 
people  did  not  outnumber  the  bad." 

"  I  don't  think  your  own  experience  can  in- 
cline you  to  believe  that  doctrine,  Myra  ? " 

"Yes,  it  does.  I  have  not  met  unkindness, 
except  at  first  from  Mrs.  Dallas,  who  really  seemed 
to  dislike  me  then.  What  chilled  me  has 
been  indifference.  Though  some  of  my  school- 
fellows were  kind — they  were  even  really  fond  of 
me — still,  it  was  too  dreadful  at  first.  1  used  to 
wish  I  could  die.  If  I  were  not  so  cowardly,  I 
should  have  tried  to  kill  nrvself.  It  was  awfully 
strange  to  belong  to  no  one ;  for  Mrs.  Dallas 
treated  me  so  coldly,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  no 
business  to  live.  Night  after  night  I  have  cried 
myself  to  sleep,  my  very  soul  aching  for  the  clasp 
of  my  father's  arms ;  then  to  wake  and  know 
that  I  should  never,  never  feel  them  again."  Her 
voice  broke. 
f  2 
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"It  was  too  cruel,"  murmured  Leyton. 

"But  I  will  not  think  of  that  miserable  time 
here  in  this  lovely  sunlight  and  with  you!"  she 
exclaimed. 

"  No ;  try  to  look  forward.  Your  worst  days 
are  over,  Myra,"  said  Leyton,  drawing  closer  to 
her.  "And  I — I  cannot  stand  the  idea  of  your 
misery.  Let  us  talk  of  something  else.  We  must 
look  out  nice  quarters  for  you  in  Paris.  If  my 
friend  Marcy  and  Madame  his  wife  could  take 
you  in,  it  would  be  capital,  and  you  would  get 
on  splendidly." 

"  I  shall  be  terribly  lonely,  though ;  but  that 
cannot  be  helped,"  added  Myra. 

"  You  will  find  troops  of — well,  say  pleasant  ac- 
quaintances— friends  are  always  rare.  Life  lies 
before  you,  Myra  ;  hitherto  you  have  not  lived." 

"  Ah,  that  is  true ;  and  I  feel  as  if  I  could  never 
emerge  from  the  shadow  that  has  been  laid  upon 
me.  However,  it  is  ungrateful  to  be  downcast. 
I  intend  to  be  brave  and  active." 

There  was  another  silence.  Myra  looked  down 
in  thought.  The  emotion  which  stirred  her  gave 
colour  to  her  delicate    cheek  and    a   tremor  to  her 
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soft  lips ;  while   her  long  dark   lashes  hid   the   eyes 
which  Leyton  felt  were  full  of  tears. 

He  was  seized  with  an  almost  irresistible  longing 
to  take  her  in  his  arms,  and  tell  her  that  so  long 
as  he  had  life  she  should  never  know  another 
lonely,  homeless  hour.  He  pictured  to  himself  the 
light  that  would  come  into  her  eyes,  the  heavenly 
sweetness  of  the  smile  that  would  part  her  lips. 
But  he  knew  that  as  yet  her  heart  had  not  spoken, 
that  he  was  but  a  dear  and  valued  friend ;  for 
Leyton  was  no  self-adoring  egoist.  But  he  also 
knew  that  a  word — a  touch — might  rend  the  veil 
which  had  hitherto  hidden  from  Myra  the  know- 
ledge that  she  was  a  charming  woman,  capable  of 
giving  and  attracting  that  supreme  love  which  is 
the  crown  of  life.  Something  in  her  truthful  sim- 
plicity, in  the  strength  of  her  pathetic  resignation, 
appealed  to  the  chivalry,  the  profound  tenderness 
of  his  nature.  It  would  be  almost  blasphemous  to 
"  make  love,"  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  that  expres- 
sion, to  so  young,  so  inexperienced  a  creature. 
What  was  he,  that  he  should  expect  to  win  the 
love  of  a  fresh,  unexplored  spirit  ?  And  what  had 
he   to   offer,   save   the   ashes    of  his   life  ?      Indeed, 
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there  was  something  almost  paternal  in  the  pro- 
tecting affection  she  had  evoked  in  him ;  and  yet 
he  was  half  afraid  of  the  smouldering  fire  within, 
which  might  burst  into  flame  at  any  moment.  He 
knew  it  was  there,  however  he  forced  himself  to 
disregard  it,  though  despising  himself  for  his  con- 
temptible weakness  in  permitting  "the  Sturm  und 
Drang "  of  passion  once  more  to  disorganise  his 
existence.  He  was  restored  to  calmer  thought  by 
Myra's  quiet  voice. 

"  How  sweet  the  air  is — so  fresh  and  full  of 
the  odour  of  earth  and  grass !  But  it  is  a  long  way 
round." 

"It  seems  long  because  it  is  unknown.  We 
shall  soon  pass  the  front  of  the  house.  Are  you 
tired  ? " 

"  Oh,  no  ;  not  at  all.  I  can  walk  much 
further." 

Another  pause,  broken  by  Myra. 

"  Did  you  see  Lady  Shirland  while  you  were 
in  town  ? " 

"  Yes ;  and  she  was  asking  about  you." 

"I  am  afraid  she  thinks  me  ungrateful  and  bad 
for  leaving  my  aunt  as  I  did.' 
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"  She  thinks  there  is  something  in  it  she  can- 
not make  out.  Young  Ashby,  who  seems  quite 
an  habitue  of  the  house,  has  not,  I  daresay,  given 
a  very  favourable  account  of  you." 

"  I  suppose  not,  and  I  am  sorry.  I  like  Lady 
Shirland.  How  much  she  must  have  seen  to  be 
so  wise,  so  assured  about  everything,  to  be  so  often 
right,  too,  as  one  feels  she  is." 

"  Yes,  and  what  a  contrast  to  that  extraordinary 
puppet,  her  step-daughter !  she  must  be  a  terrible 
infliction  to  a  sensible  woman  like  Lady  Shir- 
land." 

Myra  turned  her  eyes  full  on  Leyton's,  and 
laughed  as  if  much  amused.  "I  am  sure  you  are 
very  honest,  Jack,  or  you  would  not  have  made 
that  speech  if  what  Mrs.  Dallas  said  was  true." 

"  And,  what  did  she  say  ?  "  asked  Leyton  faintly 
interested. 

11  She  said  that  Miss  Dorothea  Browne  was  going 
to  marry  you." 

"  Such  might  have  'been  her  intention,  but  she 
would  be  obliged  to  get  my  consent  first.  Do  you 
mean  to  say,  Myra,  that  you  ever  believed  this 
hideous  nonsense  ? " 
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"I  think  I  did." 

"  Thank  you !  I  should  have  thought  you  knew 
your  guardian  better." 

"  How  could  I  tell  ?  I  know  so  little.  I  have 
seen  so  little.  Miss  Browne  looks  rather  pretty 
in  her  bonnet  and  veil;  she  wears  lovely  clothes, 
and  she  is  very  rich." 

"  Three  excellent  reasons  I  I  am  flattered  by 
your  high  opinion;  and,  pray,  what  was  your  own 
view  of  the  proposed  alliance  ? " 

"  I  did  not  like  it  at  all.  I  never  could  feel  quite 
comfortable  with  Miss  Browne,  though  she  meant 
to  be  very  kind.  If  she  were  your  wife,  you  might 
grow  like  her,  and,  any  way,  I  should  lose  you, 
Jack.  I  could  not  tell  you  things ;  you  would 
tell  her." 

"  You  have  a  poor  opinion  of  my  indivi- 
duality. I  assure  you  I  would  not  lose  my 
pupil  for  twenty,  nay,  twenty  times  twenty  Doro- 
theas ! " 

"  How  good  it  is  to  hear  you  say  so  ! "  returned 
Myra  earnestly,  softly,  as  if  to  herself. 

"So  you  must  be  a  very  diligent  student,  to 
confirm  my  opinion  of  you,  Myra." 
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"  I  will,  indeed,  work  with  all  my  soul  and  with 
all  my  strength,"  said  Myra  with  almost  religious 
fervour ;  "  and  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  do  one  or 
two  things,  nothing  grand,  you  know,  but  something 
true." 

"  I  think  you  will  accomplish  a  good 
deal." 

"  But  I  wish,  Jack,  you  would  not  send  me 
away  to  Paris  !  I  should  never  see  you,  and  I  am 
accustomed  to  London." 

"  My  dear  Myra,  you  are  a  free  agent ;  I  only 
advise;  believe  me,  you  would  like  Paris." 

"  I  might ;  but  I  should  like  to  stay  with  Mrs. 
Keene." 

"We  will  settle  all  about  that  later,  when  your 
money  matters  are  settled.  Here !  this  is  not  an 
easy  stile ;  once  over,  we  are  close  to  the  grounds. 
You  are  not  tired  ? " 

"  No  !   not  in  the  least !  " 

"  All  right ! "  He  climbed  the  rude  crossway 
bars,  which  were  more  impediments  than  aids,  and 
jumping  down  at  the  other  side,  stood  ready  to 
assist  his  companion.  Myra  followed  him  with  sur- 
prising ease  for  a  town-bred  girl ;   but,  descending, 
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the  heel  of  her  boot  caught  on  a  rail,  and  she 
would  have  had  a  nasty  fall  had  not  Leyton  caught 
her. 

It  was  a  crucial  moment,  and  involuntarily, 
though  most  consciously,  his  arms  closed  round 
her,  holding  her  for  an  unnecessary  moment  or  two 
pressed  against  his  breast.  Nor  did  Myra  resist, 
she  looked  up  to  him  with  an  expression  of  serenest 
happiness. 

"  You  are  not  hurt,  dear  ? "  he  asked  anxiously, 
tenderly,  and  slowly  relaxing  his  hold. 

"  Oh,  no  !     You  kept  me  from  all  harm  ! " 

"  And  I  always  will,  Myra,  if — if  I  can.  You 
are  sure  you  are  all  right  ? " 

The  rest  of  the  way  Leyton  was  very  silent,  and 
Myra  did  almost  all  the  talking. 

On  reaching  home,  he  went  indoors  with  his 
ward;  he  felt  unusually  loth  to  leave  her. 

"  Why,  there  are  two  letters  for  me"  she  ex- 
claimed as  they  entered  the  sitting-room  ;  she  opened 
them  quickly,  handing  the  first  to  Leyton.  "  This 
is  all  about  money  from  someone  who  signs  him- 
self W.  and  J.  Groves  ;  and  this  —  this  is  from 
Mrs.  Dallas.     She  wants   me  to  go   and   spend  the 
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day   with   her   to-morrow.       I    scarcely   like   to   go, 
yet  I  cannot  refuse." 

"  "Well,  Myra,  here  is  your  first  cheque,"  said 
Leyton,  "and  a  receipt  for  your  signature.  For- 
rester has  been  prompt  in  settling  your  affairs. 
As  to  Mrs.  Dallas,  perhaps  you  had  better  go,  and 
have  done  with  it.' 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


MRS.      DALLAS      SCORES. 


When  Myra  woke  next  morning  she  felt  once 
again  as  she  used  to  feel  in  her  dear  old  home, 
when  Hedwig  called  her  at  cock-crow — the  sense  that 
life  was  sweet  and  the  world  very  good.  She  had 
fallen  asleep  quickly,  pleasantly  overcome  by  the 
fatigue  of  a  long  day  in  the  open  air  and  an  un- 
usual amount  of  exercise.  Her  first  waking 
thoughts  were  supremely  happy. 

Jack  was  really  fond  of  her  for  her  own  sake  ; 
he  was  not  merely  kind  from  compassion,  from  any 
sense  of  old  friendship  with  her  father;  he  was 
really  fearful  of  harm  happening  to  her ;  he  had 
been  startled  because  she  had  narrowly  escaped  a 
bad  fall — so  startled  that  his  heart  beat  strong 
enough  for  her  to  feel  it  as  she  lay  for  a  moment 
against  him.  How  sweet  it  was  to  feel  for  that 
moment     the    heavenly    security    of    his  embrace ! 
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Whether  it  was  right  or  proper  to  feel  this  did  not 
trouble  Myra.  No  doubt  upon  the  subject  crossed 
her  mind.  She  only  knew  that  she  was  happy ; 
that  Jack  Leyton  really  liked  to  have  her  with 
him ;  that  he  never  thought  of  marrying  Dorothea 
— that  funny,  fanciful  little  doll.  But  he  might — 
he    probably    would — marry    somebody    else ;    and 

then How   could   she    bear   to   lose   him,    for 

things  could  never  be  the  same  again  ?  How  could 
she  live  without  seeing  him  and  telling  him  every- 
thing? Then  Myra  knew  she  loved  him  as  heroines 
love  in  novels,  and  as  she  never  could  love  Lionel 
Ashby. 

This  sudden  conviction  did  not  disturb  her  very 
much.  She  would,  of  course,  let  no  one  else  know, 
least  of  all  Jack.  But  there  would  be  some  happi- 
ness in  being  his  dear  friend ;  in  doing  him  credit 
as  his  pupil;  and  for  the  rest  she  would  enjoy  the 
present,  after  her  long  fast  from  all  that  was  sweet 
and  bright  and  satisfying. 

There  is  a  marvellous  concentration  in  profound 
feeling,  be  it  joy  or  sorrow.  To  the  sorrowing  or 
the  enraptured  it  seems  that  the  moment  will  never 
pass  away. 
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Myra  had  hardly  breakfasted  when  Leyton  ap- 
peared. 

"  I  came  to  make  sure  of  your  being  in  time," 
he  said.  "Punctuality  is  not  the  virtue  of  young 
ladies." 

"  I  have  only  to  put  on  my  hat,  and  I  shall  be 
quite  ready,  Jack," 

Myra  met  his  eyes  steadily  enough,  but  the  soft 
colour  mounting  in  her  cheeks  made  Leyton  feel 
uneasy. 

"  I  telegraphed  to  Mrs.  Keene  to  meet  you. 
You  cannot  know  your  way  about  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood." 

"  Oh,  why  did  you  ?  It  will  give  her  so  much 
trouble ;  and  I  am  quite  accustomed  to  take  care 
of  myself." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  Leyton  shortly ;  "  but  I 
don't  like  it.  I  should  go  up  to  town  with  you 
myself,  only " 

"  And  lose  this  beautiful  day,  Jack ! "  she  inter- 
rupted.    "  Don't  think  of  it." 

"  You  will  like  to  see  Mrs.  Keene  ? " 

"I  shall  be  delighted." 

"  Well,   I   have   changed   your   cheque    for  you ; 
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and  there  is  some  of  the  money — not  all.  I  will 
keep  the  rest  for  you.  Take  care  you  do  not  get 
your  pocket  picked." 

"  Oh,  thank  you.  I  don't  think  I  ever  had  so 
much  money  before.  Ought  I  not  to  write  to  Cap- 
tain Forrester,  thanking  him  for  this  ? " 

"I  will  do  it  for  you." 

"  Oh,  no  :  I  should  prefer  writing  myself." 

"  Very  well,"  returned  Leyton  abruptly. 

Having  bought  her  a  picture-paper,  put  her 
into  a  corner  place,  commended  her  to  the  care  of 
the  guard,  and  told  her  the  train  by  which  she 
must  return,  he  stood  gazing  after  the  train  till  it 
disappeared,  and  turned  away,  feeling  that  it  was 
almost  impossible  to  work  alone,  to  fix  his 
thoughts — in  short,  that  he  was  but  half  himself. 

As  she  sped  onward,  Myra  reflected  on  the  new 
courage  her  altered  circumstances  supplied.  She 
was  free,  because  no  longer  penniless;  she  need  not 
ask  anyone's  permission  to  do  this  or  that,  because 
she  need  not  ask  anyone  for  money.  But  she  must 
always  be  friendly  with  Mrs.  Dallas.  She  had  no 
right  to  doubt  her  good  intentions;  nor  could  it  be 
denied  that  the  wish  of  a  mother  to  see  her  niece 
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wedded  to  her  son  was  nothing  to  be  ashamed 
of 

When  she  alighted  in  the  huge,  busy,  bewilder- 
ing station,  she  felt  infinitely  grateful  to  Leyton 
for  securing  her  the  comfort  of  seeing  Mrs.  Keene's 
round,  kindly  face  amid  a  crowd  of  strangers. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,"  she  ex- 
claimed. "To  think  that  I  have  never  once  been 
able  to  get  away  to  pay  you  a  visit !  But  the  hotel 
has  been  that  busy,  and  Willy  away  with  some  of 
her  grandfather's  people  at  Hull.  Well,  missee,  you 
are  looking  pounds  and  pounds  better  than  when 
you  went  away.  Why,  I  never  saw  you  look  any- 
thing like  it.  Redworth  must  be  a  healthy  place. 
My  sisters  are  that  glad  to  have  you  ! " 

"And  they  are  so  good  to  me." 

"  Of  course  they  are ;  and  why  not  ?  And  Cap- 
tain Forrester — he  is  a  real  gentleman.  I  am  sure 
I  pray  for  him  night  and  morning." 

They  sat  together  for  a  few  minutes  in  the 
ladies'  waiting-room,  and  then  Myra  feared  to  delay 
any  longer.  "  You  needn't  stay  the  whole  after- 
noon with  Mrs.  Dallas,  Miss  Myra,  my  dear  ;  couldn't 
you  take  a  cup  of  tea  with  me  before  you  go  back  ?  " 
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"  I  will  try,  Mrs.  Keene  !  I  should  like  to  get 
away  as  soon  as  possible." 

So  Mrs.  Keene  saw  her  safely  into  the  train 
for  Earl's  Court.  It  had  a  curious  effect  on  Myra, 
this  visit  to  the  scene  of  her  former  imprisonment. 
It  seemed  such  years  back  since  she  dashed  wildly 
out  of  her  aunt's  house,  hopeless,  desperate,  fear- 
ing she  knew  not  what.  And  now !  How  could 
she  ever  thank  God  enough  for  her  great  deliver- 
ance ? 

"Glad  I  am  to  see  you,  miss,"  said  Mrs.  Dwyer 
in  a  low  tone  as  she  admitted  Myra.  "You  look 
just  another  creature.  She's  in  the  dining-room, 
and  by  no  means  well." 

"  Myra ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas  rising  from  the 
sofa  where  she  was  lying.  "  I  thought  I  should 
never  see  you  again.     I  have  been,  I  am  ill ! " 

"  I  am  so  very  sorry,"  said  Myra  with  genuine  com- 
passion. Mrs.  Dallas  did  look  ill ;  her  fine  eyes  were 
sunken,  her  lips  had  lost  their  rich  colour,  and  her 
hair  was  so  carelessly  coiled  up  that  it  was  already  in 
disorder ;  there  was  an  irritated,  unsettled  expression 
in  her  face,  quite  different  from  the  cool,  self-reliant 
aspect  which  made  her  beauty  forceful. 
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"  You  see,"  replied  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  I  am  not  what 
I  was,  and  I  have  you  to  thank  for  the  change, 
Myra — you,  and  my  son." 

"  It  grieves  me  deeply  to  hear  you  say  so,"  began 
Myra. 

"Let  us  say  no  more  about  it  now,"  interrupted 
Mrs.  Dallas.  "Take  off  your  hat.  You  look  well, 
Myra ;  you  look  like  another  creature !  Who  has 
worked  this  magic  ? " — looking  keenly  at  her — "  It 
seems  to  me  like  animal  magnetism  ;  or  is  it  gold 
magnetism  ?  Has  Captain  Forrester's  unexpected 
bounty  done  all  this  ? " 

"Is  it  not  enough  to  make  a  great  change,  to 
feel  that  I  have  something  of  my  own  ?  for  Captain 
Forrester  says  I  have  a  sort  of  right  to  it." 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  your  right  is  after  luncheon," 
said  Mrs.  Dallas  very  deliberately. 

"  Thank  you  ! "  returned  Myra  removing  her  hat ; 
while  she  thought,  "  She  is  going  to  be  very  dis- 
agreeable, and  it  is  quite  early ;  I  wish  I  had  not 
come  !  "  She  was,  however,  genuinely  moved  to  see 
how  ill  Mrs.  Dallas  seemed. 

"  And  have  you  been  staying  all  this  time  at  that 
place— Redworth  ? " 
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"Yes.  It  is  very  nice  and  quiet,  and  I  get  a 
good  deal  of  sketching." 

"  Captain  Forrester's  place  is  near  it,  is  it  not  ? 
Pray,  is  he  the  attraction  ?  " 

"He  has  been  away  almost  ever  since  I  went 
there." 

"  What  induced  him  to  give  you  this — this 
allowance  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know.     His  own  goodness,  I  suppose." 

"  Bah !  He  must  have  an  object.  That  ally 
of  yours,  Leyton,  put  it  into  his  head.  Where  is 
he  now  ? " 

"He  is  painting  a  picture  for  Captain  Forrester 
in  his  own  woods." 

"  Ha  1     Is  he  living  at  Redworth,  too  ?  " 

"  Yes !  The  woods  come  down  almost  to  the 
town." 

Mrs.  Dallas  laughed — a  sneering,  uncomfortable 
laugh — and  there  was  a  moment's  pause  ;  then  Myra 
bethought  herself  that  she  ought  to  inquire  for 
Lionel. 

"  I  believe  he  is  well  enough,"  was  Mrs.  Dallas's 
reply;  "but  I  know  very  little  about  him.     He  has 
spent  a  heap  of  money.     Now  he  has  run  away  to 
g  2 
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Monaco,  after  quarrelling  with  me,  and  what  he  is 
doing  there,  heaven  only  knows.  Another  count 
in  your  indictment,  Myra :  but  there  is  no  use  in 
talking  to  you.  Tell  me  how  you  get  through  the 
time  ? " 

"  Oh  !  I  read  and  work,  and  I  have  been  sketch- 
ing a  good  deal  lately." 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so  !    with  Mr.  Leyton  ?  " 

"  With  Mr.  Leyton,"  echoed  Myra,  feeling  more 
and  more  uncomfortable.  Mrs.  Dallas  dropped  the 
subject,  however,  and  began  to  talk  of  her  own 
ailments,  her  dislike  to  Mrs.  Dwyer,  and  her  in- 
tention to  go  abroad. 

"  And  why  should  you  not  come  with  me,  Myra  ? 
You  know  I  always  treated  you  very  well  ? " 

"  You  did,  indeed  ! "  cried  Myra  heartily. 

"  Then  you  can  have  no  objection  to  being  with 
me,  and  I  promise  you  shall  not  be  troubled  with 
Lionel."  This,  and  more  desultory  talk  brought 
them  through  luncheon,  after  which  Mrs.  Dallas 
proposed  going  to  the  drawing-room.  "  You  see  I 
have  no  flowers ;  I  seem  to  neglect  everything," 
she  said  throwing  herself  into  an  easy-chair.  "  You 
see  how  much  I  want  you,  Myra." 
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Myra  felt  more  than  half  frightened  at  the  dead 
set  made  upon  her.  "  You  know,  aunt,  I  am  going 
to  study  in  Paris  ;  I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind 
to  try  and  be  an  artist." 

"  It  will  be  a  beggarly  business,  I  suspect,"  mur- 
mured Mrs.  Dallas,  and  kept  silence  for  a  few 
moments. 

"  Tell  me  what  Forrester  said  when  he  proposed 
to  make  you  this  allowance  ? "  she  resumed,  fixing 
her  big  black  eyes  on  Myra. 

"  I  suppose  someone  told  him  I  was  at  Red- 
worth  ;  for  he  came  quite  unexpectedly  one  day, 
with  a  nice  old— well,  not  exactly  old — gentleman 
— Mr.  Wardlaw — and  told  me  I  was  a  sort  of  cousin. 
He  said  if  my  father  had  lived  he  would  have  had 
some  of  the  money  he  (Captain  Forrester)  had  in- 
herited ;  so  he  thought  it  right  to  provide  for 
me." 

"  Some  of  the  money,"  repeated  Mrs.  Dallas  with 
an  unpleasant  laugh.  "  He  would  have  had  the 
whole  of  it,  and  you  would  have  had  it  after 
him  but  for  a  trifling  omission." 

u  I  should  have  had  all  Captain  Forrester's 
money  ?     How  could  that  be  ? " 


86  THE  SNARE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

"  All  old  George  Dallas's  money  would  have 
gone  to  your  father,  as  next-of-kin,  had  he  been 
alive,  and  to  you  after  him.  Unfortunately,  one 
circumstance  barred  your  succession." 

"  What  was  that  ?  "  asked  Myra. 

"Your  father  and  mother  omitted  the  ceremony 
of  marriage." 

"  What  can  you  mean  ? "  asked  Myra,  too  be- 
wildered to  take  in  her  cruel  meaning.  "  Why,  of 
course  they  were  married." 

"  Who  told  you  so  ? " 

"  Nobody  told  me  so.     I  know  it." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  They  were  always  man  and  wife.  Mrs.  Keene 
knew  it.  She  always  speaks  of  my  mother  as  Mrs. 
Dallas,  and  says  she  was  an  angel  of  goodness. 
You  cannot  be  in  earnest,  Aunt  Dallas." 

"I  am — bitterly  in  earnest.  Hitherto  I  have 
not  told  you,  because  you  were  too  young ;  and  I 
thought  that,  if  you  married  Lionel,  you  need  never 
have  known  the  stain  upon  your  birth.  Lionel 
knew  all  about  it.  Judge,  then,  how  much  he 
loved  you  when  he  could  overlook  what  other  men 
would   shrink  from.     You   will   never   find   another 
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who  would  willingly  ally  himself  with  the  daughter 
of  an  unmarried  mother." 

"  If  this  be  true,  then,  how  was  it  that  you,  who 
were  not  in  love  with  me,  agreed  to  such  a  de- 
grading marriage  for  your  son  ? "  cried  Myra,  who 
was  vibrating  with  indignation  tinged  with  vague, 
growing  terror. 

"  Because  I  am  as  foolish  about  him  as  he  was 
about  you.  But  I  am  glad  that  folly  is  over.  I 
liked  you  and  bore  with  you  for  Lionel's  sake ;  but 
now  it  is  all  over.  I  am  glad  he  has  escaped 
marriage  with  you." 

"There  must  be  some  mistake  somewhere,"  said 
Myra,  the  colour  fading  from  her  face  ;  "  some  in- 
completeness in  the  ceremony ;    some Oh,  no  ! 

When  I  think  of  my  dear,  good  father,  I  know  it 
is  quite  impossible  that  he  should  not  have  been 
really  married  to  my  mother.  Have  you  ever  seen 
her  picture  ?  Have  you  ever  looked  at  that  sweet 
face  ? " 

Mrs.  Dallas  shook  her  head. 

"No  amount  of  sweet  looks  can  prove  correct- 
ness of  life.  The  mistake  which  prevented  your 
parents  being   married   was  a  very   big    one — your 
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mother    left     her    husband     to    live      with     your 
father." 

"  I  do  not  believe  it,"  said  Myra,  more  collectedly 
than  she  had  hitherto  spoken,  and  rising  to  her 
feet  in  her  wrath.  "It  is  too  monstrous;  and  you 
are  so  glad  to  tell  me  these  cruel  things  that  you 
make    them    as    bad    as   you   can.     I   will  go   and 


"Ask  whom  you  will,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Dallas, 
"you  will  only  find  my  tale  confirmed.  Why,  you 
ignorant  child,  don't  you  know  that  if  you  were 
not  base-born  you  would  be  a  wealthy  heiress,  with 
all  the  world  at  your  feet  ?  Had  your  father  lived, 
he  would  have  inherited  the  fortune  of  old  George 
Dallas,  and  he  could  have  bequeathed  it  to  you. 
Had  you  been  legitimate  you  would  have  succeeded 
to  it  instead  of  Forrester.  Knowing  that  you  were 
left  a  beggar,  he  took  compassion  on  you.  It  ought 
to  be  a  warning  against  such  unlawful  connections 
to  know  that  the  wretched  offspring  are  cut  off 
from  every  tie.  Have  you  not  wondered  that  you 
never  heard  of  your  mother,  nor  of  a  single  con- 
nection on  her  side  ?  Why,  you  had  nothing,  and 
belonged  to  no  one.     If  you  want  proof,  here — here 
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is  a  letter  from  your  father  to  my  husband.  I 
found  it  among  his  papers.  Do  you  recognise  the 
writing  ?  " 

She  took  from  a  small  leather  bag  she  usually 
carried  a  piece  of  paper,  yellowed  by  years  and 
covered  with  small  delicate  characters,  and  gave  it 
to  Myra,  whose  eyes  filled  with  tears  at  the  sight  of 
the  writing. 

"  My  Dear  Brother  [she  read], — Your  letter  has 
broken  the  last  links  which  bound  us  to  each  other.  I 
cannot  dispute  the  common-sense  of  your  remarks ;  but 
they  are  wasted  on  me.  We — my  beloved  companion 
and  myself — are  the  victims  of  unhappy  and  most  un- 
fortunate circumstances;  but  no  consideration  for  friends, 
fortune,  or  character  can  part  us.  No  lawfully-married 
wife  could  have  won  profounder  respect,  more  tender 
affection,  than  she  has,  who  is  everything  to  me.  Should 
an  opportunity  ever  offer,  I  shall  gladly  seize  it  to  make 
her  legally  mine.  So  I  bid  you — sadly,  yet  unhesi- 
tatingly —  farewell ;  for  while  you  express  yourself  in 
such  terms  we  can  hold  no  communication.  Yet  I 
shall  never  forget  that  I  was,  perhaps  am  still,  your 
attached  brother,  Frederic  Dallas." 

Myra  looked  eagerly  back  to  the  beginning. 
"  No,"    said    Mrs.    Dallas,   divining   her    thought, 
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"  there  is  no  guiding  date — only  the  day  of  the 
month.  But  the  letter  is  old.  Now,  Myra,  are  you 
convinced  ? " 

"  Convinced  that  there  is  some  terrible  story 
below  it  all,"  returned  Myra  with  white,  trembling 
lips,  but  keeping  resolutely  calm.  "  I  may  not  be 
legitimate,  but,  somehow,  I  cannot  believe  my  parents 
to  blame ;  and  you  do  not  believe  that  I  am  illegiti- 
mate," she  exclaimed  with  sudden  fire  and  conviction, 
"  or  you  would  never,  never  have  wished  me  to 
marry  Lionel ! " 

"  Thanks  for  your  gratitude  !  "  returned  Mrs.  Dallas 
with  a  flash  of  deadly  hatred  from  her  eyes.  "  You 
would  be  wiser  if  you  accepted  Lionel's  generous, 
disinterested  affection,  and  hid  your  painful  origin 
under  the  cover  of  his  name.  It  is  about  the  only 
chance  you  will  ever  have  of  acquiring  one.  I  don't 
think  you  will  find  any  other  man  willing  to  take 
you ;  and  I  suppose  you  are  aware  that  you  have  no 
right  to  the  name  of  Dallas  ?  " 

Myra  did  not  reply ;  she  stood  with  the  letter 
in  her  hand  as  if  she  did  not  hear,  very  white 
and  still.  Then  she  crossed  over  to  where  she 
had  laid  her  hat,  and  deliberately  put   it   on.     "I 
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will  keep  this  letter,"  she  said,  turning  to  face  Mrs. 
Dallas,  who  watched  her  with  a  curious  mixture  of 
surprise  and  apprehension.  "  Good-bye.  I  cannot 
understand  you ;  but  I  will  never  voluntarily  speak 
to  you  or  see  you  again.  You  have  told  me  this 
cruel  story  to  revenge  yourself,  and  you  have  almost 
broken  my  heart ;  but  you  have  not  crushed  me, 
nor  have  you  done  yourself  any  good." 

She  stood  yet  an  instant,  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
her  aunt's,  which  lowered  themselves  involuntarily, 
while  she  thrust  the  letter  into  her  bosom,  and  then 
quietly  left  the  room,  closing  the  door. 

"  And  I  cannot  understand  her,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas 
to  herself.  "  Is  she  a  mere  gentle,  obedient  doll  ? 
or  is  there  fire  and  fury  under  the  snow  ?  Have 
I  been  unwise  in  rousing  her  ?  Bah  !  what  can  she 
do  ?  She  can  never  disprove  the  truth  of  what  I 
have  told,  and  a  sense  of  isolation  may  drive  her 
back  upon  Lionel  at  last." 

When  Myra  left  the  house,  she  mechanically 
took  the  way  towards  Keene's  Hotel ;  walking  on 
and  on,  lost  in  thought,  battling  with  the  conviction, 
forced  upon  her  by  the  proof  produced  by  Mrs. 
Dallas,    of     the    disgrace    and    degradation    which 
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shrouded  her  parents  and  herself.  She  clung  to  the 
idea  that  if  she  only  knew  the  whole  story,  there 
would  be  some  cruel  fatality  which  might  in  some 
way  exonerate  them.  Whatever  it  might  be,  she  was 
resolved  to  have  faith  in  those  dear  ones,  her  loving 
memory  of  whom  had  kept  her  soul  alive  through 
the  parching  drought  of  the  social  desert  in  which 
she  had  wandered.  Now  she  saw  why  she  had  been 
so  alone,  and  knew  that  she  must  always  be  alone ; 
but  she  would  accept  her  fate,  nor  would  she  ever 
breathe  a  word  of  the  bitter  secret  deposited  with 
her.  No !  not  even  to  Mrs.  Keene  would  she  say  a 
word.  Perhaps  only  members  of  the  family — not 
her  family:  she  had  none — knew  the  truth  about 
her  father  and  mother,  and  was  it  not  a  sacred  duty 
to  shield  their  reputation,  their  memory  ?  For  her- 
self, she  must  brace  herself  up  to  be  alone  always. 
And  Jack  Leyton  ?  No  !  he  did  not  know.  He  had 
only  been  in  Munich  after  her  dear- — dear,  though 
unknown  —  mother's  death,  and  he  could  know 
nothing.  Death  shrouds  most  things.  She  would 
have  liked  to  ask  him  some  questions,  but  on  this 
topic  she  could  never  speak ;  silence  and  endurance 
must  be  her  portion.     Come  what  might,  she  would 
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keep  her  faith  in  father  and  mother  intact;  one 
day  she  would  discover  the  truth,  and  the  truth 
would  justify  them. 

Wrapped  in  these  distressing  thoughts,  she  had 
walked  on  and  on  mechanically,  till  she  found  herself 
near  Hyde  Park  Corner.  To  stand  about  and  struggle 
for  a  place  in  an  omnibus  seemed  impossible,  she 
therefore  took  a  cab  to  Mrs.  Keene's,  pondering  in 
a  half-dazed  fashion  what  she  should  do.  To  go 
back  that  evening  to  be  questioned  as  to  her  in- 
terview with  Mrs.  Dallas  was  more  than  she  could 
bear  ;  she  must  secure  a  breathing  space ! 

"  Why,  goodness  gracious  me  ! "  cried  Mrs.  Keene 
when  she  reached  her  haven,  "how  bad  you  do 
look,  missie  !  I  did  not  expect  you  for  an  hour  or 
more.     Have  you  been  took  ill  ? " 

"Not  exactly,  but  I  have  a  dreadful  headache, 
and  feel  faint.  Could  I  stay  with  you  to-night, 
dear  old  friend  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  of  course !  It  would  never  do  for 
you  to  be  travelling  alone.  I  will  telegraph  to  my 
sister,  and  tell  her  I  insisted  on  your  staying.  Why, 
your  hands  are  as  cold  as  ice !  What  on  earth 
has  that  —that  woman  been  saying  to  you  ? " 
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"  Nothing  very  pleasant ;  but  it  is  too  long  a 
story  to  tell  now." 

"  Never  mind !  I  will  send  off  the  telegram,  and 
get  you  a  nice  hot  cup  of  tea.  Take  off  your  hat, 
Miss  Myra,  my  dear,  and  just  lie  down  on  the 
sofa,  no  one  shall  disturb  you  ;  111  be  back  directly," 
and  she  bustled  away. 

Myra  followed  her  advice.  Indeed,  she  felt 
hardly  able  to  stand ;  her  heart  beat  feebly,  as  if 
exhausted  after  the  painful  agitation  she  had  under- 
gone. She  was  either  sleeping  or  partially  insensible 
when  Mrs.  Keene  returned,  but  she  roused  herself, 
and  found  the  fragrant  cup  of  tea  presented  by  her 
kind  hostess  very  reviving.  Mrs,  Keene  talked  on 
cheerfully  about  "  Keene  and  Willy,"  and  "  the  busi- 
ness."    Suddenly  Myra  interrupted  her. 

"  How  long  ago  is  it,  Mrs.  Keene,  since  you  saw 
my  mother  ? " 

"  Let  me  see,  the  first  time  I  saw  her,  when  she 
saved  me  by  her  care,  was — well,  it  must  be  quite 
twenty-two  years  ago ;  and  the  last  time  you  were 
a  wee  toddles  about  two,  when  I  went  back  to 
Munich." 

"  You  knew  my  father  also  ?  " 
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"To  be  sure  I  did.  A  nice  elegant  gentleman 
as  one  could  wish  to  see,  and  such  a  devoted  hus- 
band. He  just  loved  the  ground  the  dear  lady 
trod  on.  Ah !  you  don't  often  see  the  likes  of 
him  now." 

"  What  used  they  to  call  my  mother  in 
Munich  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  mean,  missie  ?  Why,  Mrs.  Dallas, 
to  be  sure." 

"Used  she  often  to  go  out  to  parties  and  those 
sort  of  things  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  ;  she  was  always  with  your  father.  He 
did  not  care  for  society ;  and  she  never  left  him. 
Have  a  bit  more  toast,  Miss  Myra — you  don't  eat 
enough." 

"  Thank  you  ;  I  only  want  the  tea — it  is  so  nice. 
Mrs.  Keene,  I  want  to  study  painting.  I  believe  I 
am  to  go  to  Paris ;  but,  until  things  are  settled, 
would  you  let  me  live  with  you — board  with  you, 
I  mean  ? " 

"  To  be  sure  I  would,  and  glad  to  have  you ; 
but,  you  know,  missie,  my  dear,  it  wouldn't  do  for 
you  to  live  with  me,  not  for  long — you  must  live 
with  a  gentlewoman  like  yourself." 
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"  I  only  want  a  bit  of  a  home — to  be  with  some- 
one who  cares  a  little  for  me.  Oh !  I  wish  I  were 
dead  and  out  of  the  way." 

"Why,  my  goodness  gracious,  Miss  Myra " 

Mrs.  Keene  was  beginning,  when  Myra  suddenly 
threw  her  arms  round  her,  and,  leaning  her  head 
on  the  good  woman's  plump  shoulder,  burst  into 
an  agony  of  tears,  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would 
break,  until  quite  exhausted,  when  Mrs.  Keene  in- 
sisted on  putting  her  to  bed  and  bathing  her 
temples  with  eau-de-cologne  and  water.  Leaving  a 
night-light  on  the  mantelpiece  and  the  bell-pull 
within  touch  of  her  hand,  she  sat  down  and 
watched  the  weary  girl  till  her  regular  breathing 
told  that  sleep  had  blessed  her  with  oblivion. 


CHAPTER    XXIV. 

IN  THE  DEPTHS. 

Though  immensely  relieved  by  her  outburst  of 
weeping,  Myra  slept  but  little ;  and  Mrs.  Keene 
insisted  on  her  resting  until  the  afternoon.  She 
took  the  precaution  of  writing  to  her  sister  by  the 
last  post  on  the  previous  evening  to  warn  her  that 
Miss  Dallas  could  not  be  with  them  before  six  o'clock ; 
so  Myra  acquiesced  gratefully.  She  was  glad  to  be 
at  rest — glad  to  arrange  her  thoughts  and  plan  her 
future.  Everything  was  changed  and  hopeless  in 
the  new  light  shed  upon  life  by  the  revelation  of 
Mrs.  Dallas.  Resignation  and  work  must  give  her 
strength,  and  silence  be  her  consolation. 

It  was  a  wet  evening  when  she  reached  Red- 
worth — wet  and  dull.  As  soon  as  the  train  paused 
beside  the  platform,  the  door  of  her  carriage  was 
opened  by  Leyton. 

"  You  have  given   us   all  a  fright,  mademoiselle," 

H 


98       THE  SNARE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

he  said,  looking  sharply  at  her  as  he  assisted  her 
to  alight;  "and  I  must  say  your  looks  do  not  belie 
the  report  we  received.  What  has  happened  ?  You 
seemed  in  the  most  robust  health  when  we  parted 
yesterday." 

"  Yes ;  I  seemed  quite  right.  But  it  was  hot 
and  close  in  town;  the  noise,  the  rush,  seemed  to 
overpower  me,  and  brought  on  a  violent  headache." 

"  Naturally  enough.  You  have  not  quite  got 
rid  of  it  yet.  Come — I  will  not  let  you  walk  up. 
Here  is  a  fly,  as  they  call  them." 

"  I  can  walk  quite  well." 

"  My  dear  Myra,  you  must  do  as  your  guardian 
directs." 

Myra  smiled  and  obeyed.  The  drive  to  the 
High  Street,  short  though  it  was,  sufficed  to  show 
her  what  an  effectual  poison  Mrs.  Dallas  had  in- 
troduced into  her  existence.  She  was  very  silent; 
for  she  had  to  look  at  every  topic  which  suggested 
itself  before  she  spoke,  lest  it  might  evoke  curiosity 
or  awake  suspicion.  Then  Leyton  scarcely  took  his 
eyes  from  her  face.  Why  did  he  look  at  her  so  in- 
tently? Did  he  know  ?  Did  he  suspect  that  she 
knew? 
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"Do  I  look  very  dreadful,  Jack,  that  you  look 
at  me  so  steadily  ? "  she  asked  at  length,  with  a 
faint  smile. 

"Forgive  me.  I  did  not  know — that  is,  there's 
something  come  into  your  face,  or  gone  out  of  it, 
since  you  left  me  yesterday  that  worries  me.  Some- 
thing has  happened  yesterday  which  you  will  not 
tell — that  is,  at  present.  But  you  do  not  intend  to 
keep  me  always  in  the  dark.  I  am  sure  you  will 
trust  me,  Myra." 

Here  they  stopped  at  Miss  Foley's  door ;  and 
Myra  was  able  to  avoid  a  direct  answer. 

The  good  sisters  were  ready  to  receive  their 
young  favourite  with  a  hearty  welcome ;  both  ex- 
claimed at  her  pale  cheeks  and  languid  air.  Then 
Miss  Foley  returned  to  mind  her  own  business,  while 
Miss  Letitia  remained  to  pour  out  tea  and  wait 
upon  the  traveller. 

The  evening  meal  was  spread  near  one  of  the 
windows  of  the  best  parlour,  through  which  came 
the  fresh  scent  of  the  flower  garden  beneath;  the 
outlook  over  the  rich  green  of  the  race-course  to 
the  ruined  abbey,  behind  which  the  sun  was  setting, 
suggested  peace  and  prosperity.  The  room  had  been 
h  2 
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adorned  with  flowers  in  deference  to  Myra's  taste, 
and  the  table  prettily  laid. 

"  You  will,  perhaps,  join  Miss  Dallas  at  tea, 
Mr.  Leyton  ? "  said  Miss  Letitia  with  her  sweetest 
simper,  her  head  a  little  on  one  side. 

"  With  pleasure ;  I  always  enjoy  a  cup  of  tea 
here,"  returned  Leyton  readily ;  and  he  continued 
to  speak  of  the  pleasant  view,  the  excellent  position 
of  the  house,  and  such  matters,  in  what  Miss  Letitia 
considered  a  fascinating  manner,  until  Myra  had 
returned  after  laying  aside  her  hat  and  brushing 
away  the  dust  of  travel. 

"  It  is  so  nice  to  come  back  here,"  she  said 
with  a  sigh  as  she  stirred  her  tea ;  "  the  sweet- 
ness and  repose  are  heavenly  after  the  turmoil  of 
London." 

"You  used  not  to  dislike  London  so  much," 
observed  Leyton. 

"  I  knew  no  other  place  to  compare  it  with !  " 
she  replied. 

Then  Miss  Letitia  inquired  for  Mrs.  Keene,  and 
the  conversation  turned  on  her  husband,  her  hotel, 
and  her  grand-daughter,  until  Miss  Letitia  rang 
for  Keziah  to  clear  away. 
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"  You'll  be  wishing  to  speak  on  business,  I  dare- 
say," said  the  worthy  spinster,  "so  I  shall  go  and 
do  a  little  shopping  before  closing  time ; "  and  she 
left  the  room. 

Myra  went  across  to  the  window,  which  was 
furnished  with  an  old-fashioned  seat,  and  sitting 
down  somewhat  wearily  in  a  corner,  leaned  her  elbow 
on  the  window-sill,  and  rested  her  head  on  her 
hand,  her  face  turned  towards  the  garden. 

Leyton  followed,  and  took  possession  of  the  op- 
posite angle,  and  having  looked  at  her  in  silence 
for  a  moment,  exclaimed — 

"  You  are  awfully  dead  beat,  Myra  ? " 

"  Yes,  I  am  ashamed  of  myself ! "  turning  her 
eyes  on  his,  and  trying  to  pull  herself  together. 
"  I  shall  be  quite  right  after  a  quiet  day  in  this 
nice,  home-like  place." 

"  Myra,  tell  me  about  your  interview  with  Mrs. 
Dallas." 

"  It  was  not  pleasant,  as  you  may  imagine ;  she 
said  all  I  expected,  and  more." 

"  I  hope  you  did  not  see  that  cub — her  son  ? " 

"  Oh,  no  !  thank  heaven !  but  she  said  he  was 
ill,  and  that  it  was  my  fault ;    that  upset  me  a  good 
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deal  S     If  he  is  so  fond  of  me,  why  do  I  not   love 
him?" 

"  I'm  sure  /  don't  know,"  returned  Leyton  rather 
grimly.  "  I  suppose  you  are  one  of  the  stony- 
hearted, who  do  not  respond  to  the  affection  lavished 
upon  you." 

Myra  shook  her  head,  and  smiled  a  thoughtful 
smile.  "  No  one  has  ever  lavished  much  upon  me, 
Jack.  I  am  rather  unfortunate  in  shrinking 
from  the  only  person  who  did  love  me — "  and  she 
shuddered  slightly. 

"I  don't  wonder  at  it,"  cried  Leyton.  "He 
must  be  a  selfish  hound,  to  set  his  mother  worrying 
you  in  this  way." 

"  But  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  his  being  ill  and 
unhappy." 

"  Nonsense,  Myra,  don't  be  morbid !  If  you  let 
this  sort  of  sentimentality  get  hold  of  you,  why 
you'll  let  yourself  be  persuaded  to  marry  young 
Ashby  out  of  pity." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  You  would 
not  allow  me,  would  you  ? " 

"  I  could  not  prevent  you ;  you  could  marry 
whom  you   chose  !     You  may  allow  me  to  call  my- 
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self  your  guardian,  and  I  may  be  useful  to  you  in 
that  position,  but  I  have  no  power  or  authority  of 
any  kind  over  you  ! " 

"  Haven't  you,  Jack  ? "  looking  into  his  face  with 
a  smile  at  once  sweet  and  playful,  that  seemed  to 
say,  "  You  know  you  have  " — a  smile  that  sent  a 
thrill  through  Leyton's  veins,  and  kept  him  silent 
for  a  moment 

"  Was  this  all  that  passed  between  you  and  Mrs. 
Dallas  ? "  he  resumed. 

"  She  said  a  great  many  more  unpleasant  things, 
but  there  is  no  use  in  repeating  them.  At  last,  I 
told  her  I  thought  she  was  actuated  by  anger  and 
unkindness,  and  that  I  would  never  voluntarily  see 
her  again." 

"  Bravo,  Myra,  well  said  ! "  cried  Leyton  in  hearty 
approval;  "I  hope  you  will  stick  to  that.  Why 
should  she  annoy  or  insult  you  ?  I  wonder  what 
that  woman's  game  can  be  ?  Well,  I  hope  you  have 
seen  the  last  of  her.  I  fear  she  must  have  upset 
you  frightfully." 

"  She  did — and,  Jack,  I  do  not  want  to  speak 
of  her  any  more.  I  want  to  put  her  out  of  my 
head,  and  give  myself  altogether  to  my  work.     Do 
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you  think,  if  I  ara  very  diligent  and  try  very  hard, 
I  may  do  well  enough  to  make  a  place  for  myself — 
a  little  place  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,  Myra.  You  have  taste  and 
ability ;  but  what  does  this  sudden  ambition  mean  ? 
The  day  before  yesterday  you  wanted  spurring, 
to-day " 

"Oh!  I  have  been  reflecting,  and  I  am  ashamed 
of  my  own  idleness  and  indifference.  I  must  show 
Captain  Forrester  that  I  can  build  my  fortune  on 
the  basis  he  so  kindly  and  generously  gave  me." 

Leyton  did  not  reply ;  he  looked  at  her  steadily 
with  a  surprised,  questioning  expression,  which  gra- 
dually softened  to  one  of  yearning  tenderness.  Myra 
turned  slightly  away,  and  looked  across  the  stretch 
of  green. 

"  Myra,"  said  Jack,  leaning  towards  her,  and  taking 
the  hand  which  lay  listlessly  in  her  lap,  "you  are 
keeping  whatever  it  was  that  most  distressed  or 
offended  you  from  me.  I  think  it  will  relieve  you 
to  tell  me;  and  don't  you  think  you  might  trust 
me  ? "  There  was  a  pause,  she  left  her  hand  in 
his  as  she  turned  slowly  towards  him — 

"  Trust  you,   Jack ! "   she    murmured    in   a    low 
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tone.  "  Of  course  I  trust  you.  Whom  have  I  to  trust 
but  you  ?  It  is  no  use,  however,  dwelling  on  un- 
pleasant things ;  so  we  will  say  no  more  about  Mrs. 
Dallas  or  her  unkindness." 

She  pressed  his  hand  slightly  as  she  withdrew 
her  own. 

"  Very  well,  Myra.  But  I  will  tell  you  what 
makes  me  uneasy.  I  am  awfully  afraid  that  Dallas 
woman  has  said  or  done  something  which  may  dis- 
pose you  to  think  yourself  bound  to  marry  Lionel 
Ashby,  even  against  your  own  instincts.  Re- 
member, Myra,  I  would  never  consent  to  such  a 
thinof — never.  I  would  rather  shoot  him,  if  I  swunsr 
for  it ! " 

Myra  smiled  at  his  vehemence. 

"You  need  not  fear,  Jack.  I  will  never  marry 
anyone  you  don't  like." 

"  Then  you  will  have  a  very  limited  choice," 
said  Leyton  with  a  short  laugh. 

"  Tell  me,"  asked  Myra,  as  if  anxious  to  change 
the  subject,  "did  you  get  any  work  done  yester- 
day ?     It  was  quite  fine  as  Ave  drew  near  London." 

"In  the  late  afternoon  I  did  a  sketch  of  the 
keeper's  lodge  ;  but  I  could  not  make  much  of  it — 
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I  was  not  in  the  vein.  If  to-morrow  is  fine,  will 
you  come  for  a  long  day  in  the  woods  ?  The  sun- 
set promises  well.  I  think  a  few  more  bright  even- 
ings will  finish  all  I  want  out  of  doors.  Then  I 
want  to  make  a  picture  of  the  interior  of  that  old 
abbey;  and  you  must  do  it,  too." 

"  If  you  think  I  could,  Jack." 

"  You  could  try.  I  do  not  think  you  would  find 
it  difficult.  What  time  will  you  come  out  to- 
morrow ?" 

"  I  will  come  late  in  the  afternoon  and  join  you, 
Jack.  I  do  not  feel  inclined  to  draw  or  do  any- 
thing; so  do  not  wait  for  me.  I  will  come  if  I 
can ;  and  I  think  I  should  like  to  go  and  lie  down 
now — talking  makes  my  head  ache — and  I  want  to 
be  quite,  quite  well  to-morrow,  and  able  to  begin 
work  in  real  earnest." 

"  In  short,  you  want  to  get  rid  of  me.  I  wish 
to  heaven  you  had  not  gone  up  to  that  infernal 
rackety  London  and  brought  on  that  headache." 

"  It  would  have  come  on  anyhow,  I  daresay," 
said  Myra  with  a  sigh. 

"  Well,  good-bye,  if  I  must  go,"  said  Leyton. 

He  held  her  hand  for  a  moment,  and  then  went 
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away  for  a  long  walk  across  the  fields   to  commune 
and  wrestle  with  himself.     What  was  the  reason  of 
Myra's  disturbance  ?      Why  did  she  seem  averse  to 
be  with  him  ?     Had  his  almost  involuntary  embrace, 
when   he   saved   her   from  falling,  suggested   to  her 
the   nature  of   the    feelinq-s  she   had   roused  within 
him  ?      And  did  she  shrink  from  him  with  a  girl's 
natural  timidity,  or  any  serious  reluctance  to  change 
a    friend   for   a   lover  ?      Was   it   possible   that   the 
hearty  liking  which  she  evinced  towards  him  with 
such  delicious  frankness  was   an   indication  that  he 
was   fated   never   to   call   forth  a  deeper   and   more 
passionate   attachment  ?      However    that    might  be, 
Leyton  was  in  no    doubt  as  regarded  his   own  con- 
dition  of  mind.     He  knew   that   he  longed  for  the 
love  of  this  lonely  young  waif  with  all  his  soul  and 
with   all  his  strength.     All   the   fire   and  energy  of 
earl}7  youth   seemed    to   have   come    back    to    him, 
mellowed  by  a  considerate  tenderness,  which   made 
no   sacrifice   seem   too  great   for   the  happiness  and 
welfare  of  the  girl   he   had   grown   to  love   so  well. 
Why,    then,   should   he   hesitate?       His    prudential 
calculations  of  a   fortnight  before  melted   into   thin 
air.      He  was   getting   on ;  his  pictures   were   going 
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off ;  he  had  a  couple  of  commissions  besides  "  A 
Summer  Evening."  The  future  was  brightening; 
and  Myra  sorely  needed  a  home  and  a  protector. 
He  would  risk  it,  and  ask  her  to  be  his  wife.  If 
she  refused — well,  the  worst  effect  would  be  the 
crippling  of  his  powers  to  serve  her  ;  but  that 
would  arrange  itself  after  a  short  period  of  dis- 
comfort. If  she  loved  him,  life  would  be  only  too 
heavenly.  Why  had  he  hesitated  so  long  ?  Now 
he  would  only  wait  for  the  first  promising  oppor- 
tunity to  try  his  chance. 


Leyton  called  early  the  following  morning,  and 
heard  that  Miss  Dallas  had  not  yet  left  her  room  ; 
nor  did  she  join  him  that  -afternoon.  He  wasted 
his  time  looking  and  waiting  for  her,  and  returned 
feeling  anxious  and  irritable. 

In  the  evening  he  found  her,  however.  She 
was  at  the  piano,  while  Miss  Letitia  was  diligently 
plying  her  needle.  Myra  was  still  pale,  and  the 
hand  she  gave  Leyton  was  cold  and  tremulous. 
She  offered  to  play  some  of  the  old  airs  of  which 
he   was   fond — perhaps,   he   thought,   to   avoid   con- 
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versation.  She  was  very  sweet  and  calm,  and 
spoke  with  pleasure  of  recommencing  work  on  the 
morrow. 

But  the  morrow  was  dull  and  damp.  It  was, 
therefore,  not  until  the  third  day  after  Myra's  un- 
fortunate expedition  to  London  that  Leyton  found 
himself  alone  with  her  in  the  woods,  where  they 
had  spent  so  many  happy  hours. 

But  a  change  had  come  o'er  the  spirit  of  their 
dream,  a  change  which  greatly  puzzled  Leyton — for 
it  showed  itself  in  Myra  alone.  She  had  never 
been  talkative  ;  but  at  times,  if  touched  or  interested, 
she  would  speak  of  her  own  feelings  and  impressions 
with  delightful  candour.  To-day  she  was  not  more 
silent,  but  Leyton  felt  that  she  thought  before  she 
spoke,  while  there  was  an  indescribable  resoluteness 
in  her  composure  that  made  her  seem  much  older 
than  the  week  before.  She  was  very  diligent  and 
careful  in  her  work,  frequently  asking  Leyton  for 
advice  and  guidance.  She  listened  to  him,  how- 
ever, as  sympathetically  as  ever,  but  was  only  like 
her  old  impulsive  self  when  she  looked  at  and  com- 
mented on  his  painting. 

The  curious  gravity  and  collectedness  which  had 
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come  to  her  had  its  effect  on  Leyton.  He  thought 
of  her  even  more  continuously  than  before ;  the 
new  phase  she  had  developed  interested  him  pro- 
foundly— as  any  veiled  corner  of  heart  or  mind  in 
a  woman  almost  always  does  interest  men  for  whom 
the  undiscovered  has  so  many  charms  —  but  it 
held  him  in  check.  There  was  something  in  her 
mood  so  unfavourable  to  a  declaration  of  love — so 
far  away  from  passion  or  any  recognition  of  the 
melting  mood — that  Leyton  determined  to  wait  and 
watch.  Myra  had  been  suddenly  transformed  from 
a  tender,  clinging,  impulsive  girl — still  half  a  child — 
to  a  .thoughtful,  self-reliant  woman,  and,  therefore, 
more  worth  winning  than  ever. 

A  week  had  nearly  passed  since  Myra  received 
the  cruel  blow  dealt  by  her  aunt,  and  the  closing 
shadows  warned  her  and  her  companion  it  was  time 
to  return. 

"  It  is  charming,  Jack,"  she  exclaimed,  coming 
behind  him  to  look  at  his  picture,  when  she  had 
put  up  her  own  materials.  "  You  will  not  touch 
it  any  more  ?  " 

"  You  think  I  had  better  not  ? " 

*  Oh  !    you  must  not  mind  what  I  say,  I  do  not 
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know  enough ;  but  it  seems  to  rue  that  it  cannot  be 
made  better." 

"  Perhaps  !  I'll  take  a  look  at  it  to-morrow.  If 
you  are  right,  we'll  say  good-bye  to  the  woods  for 
the  present.  You  have  come  on  with  your  trees 
wonderfully,  and  to-morrow  we'll  try  the  ruins  ;  those 
arches  will  be  good  practice  for  you." 

"Yes.  I  am  very  anxious  to  try  something 
fresh." 

"  I  am  awfully  sorry  to  leave  the  woods,  though. 
It  is  many  a  long  year  since  I  have  enjoyed  my 
days  as  I  have  here." 

"  Sweet  woods,"  said  Myra  as  if  to  herself,  and 
looking  round,  "  good-bye  !  " 

"  Oh,  come,  Myra !  we  are  not  going  away  for 
ever." 

"  Who  knows  ?  "  she  replied  dreamily  ;  and,  tak- 
ing up  her  colour-box,  she  walked  on  slowly,  while 
Leyton  loaded  himself  with  the  rest  of  the  impedi- 
menta, which  he  usually  left  at  the  keeper's  lodge 
close  by.  "  You  do  not  care  to  make  a  detour  this 
evening?"  he  asked  as  they  walked  homewards. 

"No,  I  do  not  care  for  a  long  walk.  I  daresay 
in  a  few  days  I  shall  feel  fatigue  less." 
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"  You  have  not  recovered  from  that  confounded 
trip  to  town  yet,  Myra." 

"Not  quite;  but  I  am  much  better  "—a  pause 
of  some  minutes,  then  she  began  again — "Jack, 
you  said  you  knew  some  people  in  Paris  who  might 
take  me  in ;   would  you  ask  them  about  it  ? " 

"  Why,  I  thought  you  did  not  like  the  idea  of 
going  there — that  you  dreaded  it,  in  short ! " 

"  I  do  not  like  it  now  ;  but  I  have  been  thinking 
very  hard,  Jack,  and  I  see  that  it  is  weak  and  foolish 
to  hesitate  on  the  brink  of  anything.  I  see,  also, 
that  I  ought  to  learn  to  depend  on  myself,  and  be 
sufficient  to  myself;  so  I  want  to  go  away,  and 
begin  at  once." 

"  It  is  a  pretty  hard  lesson  to  learn,  Myra.  You 
cannot  begin  just  yet,  however.  Paris  is  awfully 
hot  in  July,  and  the  studios  indescribably  stuffy; 
wait  till  the  end  of  August.  Meanwhile,  I  will 
write  to  Madame  Marcy  and  get  all  information 
for  you.  What  has  put  this  so  suddenly  into  your 
head  ? " 

"A  conviction  that  I  must  not  lose  time — that 
I  must  work  seriously." 

"But  you  have  not  been  doing  at  all  badly." 
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"  Tell  me,"  continued  Myra,  not  heeding  him, 
"  do  not  real  artists  grow  to  love  their  work  better 
than  anything  in  the  world,  and  want  nothing  be- 
yond it  ? " 

"  Well,  yes ;  some  do." 

"  Do  you  think  I  shall  ever  be  like  that  ? " 

"It  is  hard  to  say.  I  rather  doubt  it.  /  am 
very  much  taken  up  with  my  art;  but  I  want  one 
or  two  things  desperately  besides.  Then  I  am  not 
what  really  great  painters  are — artists  pure  and 
simple.     I  am  more  mixed." 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  study  life  ? "  said  Myra 
with  a  sigh. 

"  You'll  do  no  good  work  if  you  don't ;  and  it's 
awfully  hard  for  a  woman  to  do  anything  first-rate." 

"  I  suppose  so.     Why  is  it,  Jack  ? " 

"  Well,  it's  not  deficiency  of  intellect — it  is  more 
difference.  Then  you  are  terribly  weighted  with 
heart — or  whatever  the  thing  we  call  heart  is.  Very 
few  can  stand  alone.  When  they  can — well,  it  is 
generally  the  hard,  inartistic  women  who  are  able 
to  make  a  place  for  themselves.  I  do  not  think  you 
are  that  sort,  Myra;  you  are  too  womanly  to  be  in- 
dependent." 
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"I  must  do  something,  you  know,  Jack;  and  I 
like  drawing  and  painting  best.  Do  you  really 
think  it  is  worth  my  while  to  study  and  spend 
money  ? " 

"Certainly.  Many  women  make  a  good  thing 
of  it,  especially  when  they  are  not  too  ambitious." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  am  not  am- 
bitious, but  I  want  to  succeed  in  this." 

"  And  you  will,  no  doubt.  Let  us  go  on  to  the 
old  abbey,  and  choose  a  bit  for  to-morrow  morning's 
work." 

This  took  a  considerable  time ;  and  Leyton  spent 
some  more  explaining  to  Myra  how  arches  should 
be  treated,  to  which  she  gave  earnest  attention. 
Then  they  walked  slowly  to  Myra's  abode,  and 
parted  at  the  door ;  for  she  did  not  ask  him  to 
come  in.  This,  too,  was  a  departure  from  her 
ordinary  frankly -expressed  wish  for  his  com- 
pany. 

The  weather  proved  propitious,  and  Leyton  suc- 
ceeded in  doing  a  very  pretty  sketch  of  the  ruined 
abbey.  He  was  very  pleased  at  finding  it  prove  a 
better  subject  than  he  expected.  Occupied  with  his 
own  work,    he   had    not    paid    much    attention    to 
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Myra's;  and  when  they  returned  from  the  scene  of 
their  labours,  he  said  decidedly — 

"I  will  come  in  and  see  what  you  have  done. 
I  have  neglected  you  rather  these  last  days." 

"Thank  you,"  returned  Myra;  and  went  on  be- 
fore to  open  the  parlour  door  and  give  him  light 
enough  to  avoid  the  dangers  of  the  little  stair- 
way. 

It  wanted  an  hour  or  more  of  tea-time,  and  the 
Misses  Foley  were  both  busy  in  the  shop.  The 
parlour  was  empty,  and  flooded  with  the  mellow 
evening  light. 

"Now,  then,  for  the  most  rigid  criticism,"  said 
Leyton,  seeking  Myra's  eyes,  to  pour  into  them  an 
assurance  from  his  own  that  her  meanest  attempts 
had  a  value  for  him  ;  but  hers  were  occupied  by  the 
strap  of  her  sketching-book,  and  he  noticed  that  her 
hands  were  not  too  steady. 

She  opened  the  book  before  him,  and  then  took 
a  step  or  two  away  to  the  window,  as  if  she  lacked 
courage  to  look  on  at  his  examination.  She  was 
tired,  and  stood  with  her  head  leaning  against 
the  grey  chintz  curtains  which  draped  the  window. 

"  Do  you  know,  Myra,  I  really  cannot  compli- 
/  2 
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ment  you  on  your  progress  during  the  last  few  days  ? 
Your  hand  is  not  so  steady ;  your  lines  are  nothing 
like  as  bold  and  free  as  they  used  to  be.  I  suppose 
it  is  the  result  of " 

He  stopped  abruptly.  His  ear  caught  something 
like  a  suppressed  sob,  and,  looking  round,  he  saw 
that  Myra  was  holding  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

"Myra,"  he  exclaimed,  coming  quickly  to  her 
side,  "  what  is  it  ?  I  was  a  brute  to  speak  so 
roughly  about  your  drawings.     I — ■ — " 

"  No,  no ;  you  were  quite  right.  You  have  said 
the  truth.  But  I  should  not  mind  that,  only  it 
makes  me  fear  I  may  never  be  able  to  do  any- 
thing; and  if  I  haven't  art  to  cling  to,  I  have 
nothing  left  in  life.  Do  you  think  I  shall  be  a 
total  failure,  Jack  ? "  and  she  laid  her  hand  on  his 
arm. 

Leyton  caught  it  in  both  his  own  and  kissed  it 
tenderly. 

"  Myra,  my  darling,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  full 
of  passionate  feeling,  "something  disturbs  you  which 
you  will  not  tell  me.  Let  me  tell  you  my  secret — 
if  it  is  a  secret."  He  quietly  drew  her  to  him  as 
he  spoke.     "  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart  and  soul. 
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The  days  you  were  away  were  intolerable.  All  I 
ask,  all  I  desire,  is  to  have  you  beside  me  for  the 
rest  of  my  life.  I  am  not  worthy  of  you,  dearest. 
I  have  been  a  reckless  fellow,  I  know ;  but  I  could 
be  wise  and  careful  for  your  sake.  I  have  not 
much  to  offer  you  ;  but  you  should  have  a  happy 
home,  if  it  were  a  humble  one.  And  I  want  you, 
Myra — I  want  you,  terribly.  Could  you  be  happy 
as  my  wife,  dear  ?  " 

He  tried  to  put  his  arm  round  her,  but  she 
drew  back. 

"You  wish  me  to  marry  you,  Jack?"  she  said  in 
accents  of  the  deepest  surprise.  "  Oh  !  I  cannot.  It 
is  quite  impossible." 

"  Why  ?  Am  I  too  old  and  grim  for  you  ?  I 
am  not  so  hard  as  I  seem,  Myra.  You  have  woke 
up  all  the  tenderness  of  my  nature.  I  could  be 
lover  and  friend  too." 

"Oh,  don't  speak  to  me  like  that,"  cried  Myra, 
growing  deadly  pale,  her  lips  quivering.  "It  is  so 
good  of  you  to  care  for  me.  It  is  such  pain  to  say 
'  no '  to  you.  There  is  no  one  I  value  so  much  as 
you ;  but "  A  pause,  while  she  collected  her- 
self for  a  great  effort.     "  I  can  never  be  your  wife. 
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Forgive   me  for   my   ingratitude — my   seeming    in- 
gratitude— and  put  me  away  out  of  your  mind." 
"  And  will  you  give  me  no  reason  ? " 

"  I    have    none    to    give,    Jack,    except "    (a 

tremulous,    miserable    little    smile),   "  that   I    would 
rather  not." 

"Enough,  Myra.  I  will  not  pain  you  by  any 
further  appeal."  He  turned  from  her,  and  paced 
the  room  to  and  fro  for  a  minute.  "  I  have  been 
foolish  and  hasty,"  he  resumed,  pausing  beside  her. 
"You  were  unprepared — you  never  .thought  of  me 
as  a  lover.  Yet  I  have  been  your  lover  for  months. 
I  was  fathoms  deep  before  I  knew  it.  Listen  to 
me,  Myra;  forget  this  outburst.  I  wish  to  heaven 
I  had  not  spoken.  For  God's  sake,  let  me  still  be 
your  friend.  I  shall  not  again  transgress — not,  at 
least,  if  I  see  you  are  of  the  same  mind — but  I 
want  to  be  of  use  to  you.  You  will  not  refuse  me 
this  pleasure.  And  who  knows  ? " — smiling — "  I  may 
grow  strong  enough  to  transplant  you  into  that 
division  of  the  heart  where  brotherly  affection  only 
flourishes       Myra,   you    frighten    me.     You  look   so 

awfully  white,  and Are  you  sure  you  are  not 

making  some  mistake  ?  " 
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"  No,"  she  returned,  in  a  low  tone,  but  firmly.  "  I 
will  never  be  your  wife,  Jack." 

"  Then  I  will  trouble  you  no  more  now.  I  will 
leave  Red  worth.  I  will  stay  away  for  a  Avhile,  to 
let  you  forget  the  pain  I  have  caused  you ;  and  when 
I  return  we  shall  be  friends,  and  nothing  more,  as 
long  as  you  like.  Then  we  will  settle  about  Paris 
and — and  your  studies.  So  I  will  leave  you.  You'll 
give  me  your  hand,  dear,  and  trust  me  as  much  as 
ever  ? " 

"  I  trust  you  as  I  never  can  trust  any  other 
creature,"  exclaimed  Myra,  bursting  into  a  passion 
of  tears.  "  Go,  dear  Jack — do  go  !  "  She  could 
endure  no  more. 

He  was  greatly  impressed  by  her  emotion,  and  even 
alarmed  lest  Mrs.  Dallas  and  her  son  had,  by  force 
or  fraud,  entangled  her  in  some  promise  or  under- 
taking which  had  created  a  barrier  between  Myra 
and  himself.  "  She  was  awfully  shaken,"  he  thought. 
"  I  don't  like  leaving  her  alone." 

Pausing  at  the  door,  he  rang  the  house-bell, 
and,  on  the  appearance  of  Keziah,  begged  her  to  let 
Miss  Foley  know  that  Miss  Dallas  was  over-fatigued 
and    a   little    faint,    a    message    which    immediately 
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brought  the  tender-hearted  Letitia  to  her  admired 
young  friend. 

Myra  was,  indeed,  prostrate.  That  she  should  be 
obliged  to  put  from  her  lips  with  her  own  hand 
the  cup  of  joy  for  which  her  soul  was  athirst,  was 
the  cruellest  portion  fate  could  have  allotted  her : 
to  be  loved  and  sought  by  Jack  Leyton,  and  ob- 
liged to  turn  from  him;  to  refuse  the  joy  of  spend- 
ing her  life  with  and  for  him.  But  she  must  be 
resolute  and  strong;  she  must  shut  her  eyes  to  the 
heaven  which  beckoned  her. 

The  words  of  Mrs.  Dallas  rang  in  her  ears — 
"  You  will  never  find  a  man  who  would  knowingly 
ally  himself  with  the  daughter  of  an  unmarried 
mother."  And  Jack  was  a  well-born  gentleman — 
fastidious,  too,  in  spite  of  his  Bohemianism.  He 
must  be  ignorant  of  her  mother's  sad  story,  or  he 
would  never,  never  have  thought  of  her  as  a  wife ; 
and  she  must  neither  take  advantage  of  that  igno- 
rance nor  let  the  true  reason  of  her  refusal  pass  her 
lips.  No ;  she  would  be  faithful  to  her  dear  dead 
mother,  who  had  always  lived  in  her  memory  as  a 
sweet  saint,  whose  excellence  she  must  try  to 
emulate. 
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For  this  she  had  hurt  Jack.  He  had  looked  so 
cast  down;  his  hand  shook  when  he  grasped  hers 
at  parting;  and  she  had  been  obliged  to  let  him  go 
when  she  longed  to  throw  her  arms  round  his  neck 
and  tell  him,  with  tears  and  kisses,  how  well  she 
loved  him.  Her  grief  was  so  intense  that  her  tears 
dried  up  under  its  scorching  intensity.  She  could 
not  endure  the  well-meant  but  wordy  sympathy  of 
the  kindly  Letitia,  and,  under  the  plea  of  fatigue 
and  a  return  of  her  bad  headache,  she  escaped  to 
the  shelter  and  solitude  of  her  own  room — not  to 
do  battle  with  her  sorrow,  but  to  lie  prostrate  under 
its  cruel  stings,  till  exhaustion  brought  oblivion. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

DIAMOND     CUT     DIAMOND. 

It  was  long  since  Mrs.  Dallas  felt  such  serene 
satisfaction  as  this  paying  of  what  she  considered 
her  just  debt  to  Myra  afforded  her.  She  had,  in- 
deed, paid  that  ungrateful  and  unmanageable  girl 
more  fully  than  she  expected.  She  intended  to 
wound  her  pride  and  lower  her  self-esteem.  She 
saw  that  she  had  pierced  the  depths  of  her  heart 
by  the  revelation  of  her  mother's  shame. 

Mrs.  Dallas  greatly  enjoyed  the  triumph;  still, 
she  had  not  gained  the  point  at  which  she  aimed 
— not  with  any  high  hopes  of  success,  certainly. 
Myra's  whole  bearing,  her  manner  of  accepting  the 
onslaught  made  upon  her,  showed  Mrs.  Dallas  that 
she  had  herself  torn  open  a  gulf  between  them 
which  it  would  be  difficult  to  fill  up  or  bridge  over ; 
yet  she  was  more  alert  and  cheerful  after  this  inter- 
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view  than    she    had    been    since  Myra  had   escaped 
from  her. 

She  put  on  a  pretty  black  dress— the  first  she 
had  permitted  herself  to  order — of  "  the  mitigated 
grief"  class,  and  prepared  to  visit  Lady  Shirland, 
who  was  soon  going  to  leave  town  for  Scotland.  It 
was  now  near  the  end  of  June,  and  the  dowager 
hated  the  dregs  of  the  season. 

What  Dorothea  intended  to  do  she  did  not  know  ; 
but  she  could  not  and  would  not  have  her  plans 
spoiled  by  Dorothea's  whims, 

« Yery  glad  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Dallas,"  she  ex- 
claimed when  that  lady  made  her  appearance.  "  I 
am  afraid  you  must  think  me  very  remiss.  I  have 
been  going  to  see  you  every  day,  and  never  could 
manage  it.  It  has  been  an  overwhelming  season, 
and  Dorothea  has  been  more  entetee  than  ever. 
This  new  German  doctor — who  is,  or  says  he  is,  a 
baron — has  gained  such  an  ascendency  over  her 
that  I  do  not  know  what  may  happen.  It  is  really 
too  provoking.  Now,  do  sit  down  and  tell  me  all 
your  news.  You  are  not  looking  particularly  well ; 
and  I  do  not  wonder,  after  all  the  worry  you  have 
had   with   that   girl.     I   tell  you  what,  Mrs.  Dallas, 
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you  must  come  down  to  Glenusquebaugh  and  spend 
a  nice  quiet  time  with  me." 

"The  best  restorative  you  could  suggest,  dear 
Lady  Shirland.  I  shall  be  but  too  glad  to  act 
upon  it," 

"  Well,  and  what  tidings  have  you  of  that  rather 
inexplicable  niece  of  yours  ?  " 

"  She  spent  the  day  with  me  lately,  and  is  pro- 
perly penitent  for  her  folly.  I  think  she  would  be 
glad  to  return  to  me.  I  fancy  she  has  found  out 
that  she  is  really  friendless,  and  suspects  there  is 
something  not  quite  right  about  her  antecedents. 
She  has  taken  refuge  with  some  book-selling 
women  at  Kedworth.  I  believe  she  acts  as  an  as- 
sistant there.  They  are  relatives  of  that  Mrs. 
Keene.  If  such  are  her  tastes,  she  had  better 
remain  where  she  is." 

"  It  is  curious,"  remarked  Lady  Shirland 
thoughtfully.     "  And  your  son  ?  " 

"Don't  ask,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas  passion- 
ately. u  The  mischief  that  a  cold,  heartless  coquette 
can  do  to  a  fiery,  impulsive  young  man  like  my 
Lionel  is  almost  incalculable.  He  has  given  up  his 
employment,  and  is  wandering  on   the  Continent — 
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an  easy  prey  to  adventurers  of  both  sexes.  She 
has  spoiled  his  life.  I  am  always  afraid  of  what 
tidings  the  post  may  bring  of  him." 

"Try  and  get  him  to  return  to  you.  Find  out 
a  pretty  girl  with  a  little  money  to  soothe  and 
flatter  him,  and  he  will  come  all  right.  After  all, 
that  Myra  Dallas  was  an  interesting  girl,  whatever 
her  faults  may  be.  She  would  have  been  a  wretched 
match  for  your  son.  I  never  could  understand 
why  you  agreed  to  it." 

"  A  mother's  weakness,"  murmured  Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  Very  great  weakness,  my  dear  friend.  Pray, 
do  you  know  that  Mr.  Leyton  is  staying  at  Red- 
worth  ?  .  He  is  painting  a  picture  for  that  lucky 
young  fellow,  Cecil  Forrester ;  so  I  suppose  your 
runaway  protegee  and  her  old  friend  see  a  good  deal 
of  each  other." 

"  Ah ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas,  then  stopped. 
"  And  do  you  know,  Lady  Shirland,  that  Captain 
Forrester  has  settled  an  annuity  on  Miss  Dallas — not 
much,  but  quite  enough  to  keep  her  above  want  ? " 
she  added. 

"  You  don't  say  so  !  Very  nice  and  honourable 
of  him.     I  am  delighted  to  hear  it.     It  must  be   a 


126  THE  SNARE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

relief  to  your  mind  you  can  conscientiously  wash 
your  hands  of  that  troublesome  girl  now." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  act  unkindly  or  revengefully 
towards  her,  Lady  Shirland.  Even  now,  if  she 
wanted  to  return " 

"I  should  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
her,"  interrupted  Lady  Shirland  promptly.  "There 
is,  or  there  ought  to  be,  a  limit  to  benevolence 
and  forgiveness,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  It  is  hard  to  forgive  some  offences." 

"  Of  course  it  is — very  hard.  Oh,  Dorothea  " — 
as  the  door  opened  to  admit  that  young  lady — "  I 
did  not  expect  you  so  soon." 

"  I  have  only  looked  in  for  a  moment.  My  dear 
Mrs.  Dallas — so  delighted  to  see  you!  I  have  just 
been  talking  to  Captain  Forrester  at  the  flower 
show,  and  he  tells  me  he  has  made  great  friends 
with  Myra.  Suppose  he  fell  in  love  with  her, 
and " 

"  Suppose  the  skies  fell,  and  we  caught  larks," 
interposed  Lady  Shirland  contemptuously. 

"Poor  dear  mamma  has  no  sentiment  or  imagi- 
nation," said  Dorothea  to  Mrs.  Dallas  with  a  sweet 
smile.     "  I  have  just  looked  in,  mamma,  to  say  that 
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I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind  to  go  with  you  to 
Glenusquebaugh.  I  think  quiet  and  mountain  air 
will  set  me  up." 

"  Very  well,  Dorothea ;  but  I  will  not  ask  Dr. 
von  Siedlitz " 

"  The  baron  ?  Oh,  I  don't  want  him.  It  would 
be  better  to  give  quarters  to  Mr.  Leyton.  He  is  in 
town,  Mr.  Wardlaw  has  just  been  telling  me,  and 
is  going  up  to  Scotland  to  get  some  materials  for 
a  picture.  He  is  really  becoming  quite  popular.  I 
thought  it  best  to  tell  you  at  once,  mamma.  You 
might,  perhaps,  let  Mr.  Leyton  know  that  the 
scenery  of  Glenusquebaugh  is  very  fine,  and  that 
we  could  put  him  up  ? " 

"  Yes,  Dorothea,  I  will  write  this  evening.  It 
would  be  a  relief  to  have  one  reasonable  being  in 
the  house." 

"  It  would,  indeed,"  said  Dorothea  with  con- 
viction. "  Now  I  must  run  away — I  am  due  at 
Lady  Edward  Chetwynd's.  Don't  expert  to  see  me 
till  eight  o'clock.  Good-bye,  Mrs.  Dallas.  What 
has  become  of  Mr.  Ashby  ?  " 

She  ran  off  without  waiting  for  a  reply. 

"So  the   baron's   day  is   done,"   exclaimed   Lady 
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Shirland.  "  I  am  thankful.  She  has  always  a 
standing  fancy  for  Jack  Leyton.  I  wish  he  would 
make  up  his  mind  and  marry  her.  What  a  relief 
it  would  be  to  mine ! " 

"  But,  Lady  Shirland,  hasn't  Mr.  Leyton  led 
rather  a  wild  life  ? " 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but  it  has  been  lived  and  done 
with.  He  is  quite  a  gentleman;  and  I  should  be 
only  too  thankful  to  have  Dorothea  settled  decently 
and  off  my  hands.     I  am  quite  weary  of  her." 

"Under   those    circumstances "   began    Mrs. 

Dallas,  when  other  visitors  were  announced. 

Mrs.  Dallas,  however,  stayed  on ;  for  amongst 
them  was  a  certain  hypochondriac  retired  civilian, 
whom  she  used  to  meet  years  ago  in  India,  and 
who  was  highly  pleased  to  renew  his  acquaintance 
with  her.  He  was  quite  interested  respecting  her 
son,  herself,  and  her  late  husband,  and  finally 
begged  leave  to  call,  which  Mrs.  Dallas  graciously 
accorded. 

She  then  took  leave,  and  walked  home  in  deep, 
and  on  the  whole  satisfactory,  thought.  Though 
she  had  very  slight  evidence  to  go  upon,  she 
had   a   strong   conviction   that    it    was     perhaps    a 
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girlish  fancy  for  Leyton  which  was  the  chief 
cause  of  Myra's  aversion  for  Lionel.  Now,  if  he 
married  Dorothea — which,  of  course,  a  needy  man 
like  Leyton  would  be  only  too  glad  to  do — that 
would  be  another  well-deserved  punishment  to 
Myra.  If,  again,  Lionel  would  only  come  back  and 
lay  siege  to  Dorothea,  and  so  cut  out  Leyton, 
after  his  virtually  encouraging  Myra  to  reject 
Lionel,  while  she  would  be  left  lamenting,  this 
would  be  poetical  justice  after  Mrs.  Dallas's  own 
heart.  Then,  when  she  found  she  was  despised 
and  deserted,  Myra  might  be  glad  to  turn  to 
Lionel  after  all. 

"  But  it  might  be  too  late,"  mused  Mrs.  Dallas. 
"  I  wish  Lionel  would  return.  He  is  draining  me.  I 
fear  he  plays  high.  I  must  nerve  myself  to  resist 
his  demands.  He  is  ungrateful  too.  Once  he  gets 
over  this  business  he  will  be  more  himself,  I  am  sure." 

Some  friendly  divinity  seemed  to  have  heard 
her  wish ;  for,  on  entering  her  drawing-room,  a 
browny-yellow  envelope  on  the  table  caught  her 
eye.     She  hastily  opened  and  read  it. 

"  I  will  be  with  you  to-morrow  morning,"  it  ran, 
and  was  signed  "  Lionel." 
/ 
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"I  am  going  to  be  lucky  once  more,"  she  said 
to  herself  as  she  rang  the  bell  to  summon  Mrs. 
Dwyer  and  give  directions  respecting  her  son's 
room,  and  order  a  tempting  dinner  to  welcome  him 
home.  v 

As  Lionel  did  not  mention  by  which  route  he 
would  travel,  his  mother  spent  most  of  the  follow- 
ing day  listening  for  the  sounds  of  his  arrival. 
He  did  not,  however,  make  his  appearance  till 
nearly  eight  o'clock. 

"My  dear  Lionel,  you  look  dreadfully  ill,"  said 
Mrs.  Dallas,  kissing  him,  but  not  effusively.  "Had 
you  a  bad  passage  ?  You  seem  to  have  suffered 
a  good  deal." 

"Yes,  I  generally  do;  but  I  was  rather  seedy 
before  I  started.  I  should  like  some  brandy  and 
soda  to  pick  me  up  before  I  dress ;  you  must  tell 
me  all  the  news  after  dinner.  How  dusty  and 
stuffy  London  seems !  " 

Lionel  was  amiable  enough,  trying  even  to  be 
amusing  and  complimentary — an  effort  by  no 
means  usual  with  him.  He  ate  little,  however, 
and  his  mother's  keen  eye  discerned  something 
uneasy    and    nervous     under    his    assumed    gaiety. 
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When  they  were  alone,  she  proceeded  to  give  him 
an  account  of  Myra's  visit,  suppressing,  however, 
the  most  important  feature  in  it — even  implying, 
without  committing  herself  to  any  distinct  state- 
ment, that  Myra  might  be  induced  to  return  to 
her  aunt's  guardianship. 

"  It  seems  that  Leyton,  who  mixes  himself  up 
in  her  affairs  in  an  odd  way,  has  been  at  Redworth 
on  the  pretence  of  painting.  From  what  Myra 
told  me,  she  appears  to  have  been  acting  as 
assistant  to  these  Foley s,  who  keep  a  bookseller?.' 
and  stationers'  shop.  This  brings  me  to  the 
most  curious  part  of  the  story.  You  know  Cap- 
tain Forrester's  place,  Wickham  Hall,  is  close  to 
Redworth  ? " 

"No,  I  did  not  know." 

"  Well,  it  is ;  and  somehow  Forrester  fell  in 
with  Myra — or  Leyton,  whom  he  patronises,  drew 
his  attention  to  her.  At  all  events,  he  has  settled 
an  annuity  on  her  for  life — a  hundred  and  fifty 
or  sixty  pounds  a  year,  I  believe — so  that  she  is 
independent.  I  wish  you  would  run  down  and 
see  her,  for  Leyton  is  away,  or " 

"  What ! "  interrupted  Lionel,  who  seemed  greatly 
/  2 
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struck ;  "  has  Forrester  done  this  of  his  own  free 
will  ?  Can  he  have  any  idea  ?  Does  it  not  look 
like  hedging  ? " 

"No,  I  am  sure  not,  He  is  a  curious,  almost 
eccentric,  young  man,  I  am  told,  undisguisedly 
careful  of  his  own  interests,  his  money,  and  all 
that  is  his.  I  hear  he  thinks  of  standing  for  West 
Blandfordshire  if  Lord  Arthur  Compton  accepts  the 
Chiltern  Hundreds.  I  don't  fancy  he  is  generous, 
but  he  wishes  to  be  thought  just." 

"Mother,  you  suggest  ideas  which  I  have  men- 
tioned to  you  before." 

"Put  them  out  of  your  head,  Lionel,"  said  his 
mother  gravely.     "  They  are  simple  folly." 

"  All  men  are  vulnerable  through  self-interest." 

"  Yes :  but  there  are  counteracting  influences 
which  you  seem  unable  to  understand.  I  will  not 
listen  to  you.  Tell  me  by  what  line  you  travelled. 
You  arrived  at   an  unusual  hour." 

"I  came  by  Dieppe." 

"  Ah ;  then  you  had  been  cleaned  out,  or  you 
would  not  have  faced  the  long  crossing." 

"You  are  right,'-'  he  returned,  throwing  him- 
self back  in  his  chair  with  a  desperate   attempt  at 
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reckless  indifference.  "  I  have  just  half-a-crown, 
a  franc  and  a  half,  and  some  coppers  in  my 
pocket." 

"  I  expected  as  much,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas,  her 
brows  meeting  in  an  angry  frown.  "Now  pray  in- 
form me  what  debts  you  have  left  behind." 

"  I  can't,"  he  said,  in  a  more  natural  manner. 
"  I  have  been  awfully  unlucky,  and — and — three 
figures  will  scarcely  cover  them.  However,  I  have 
learnt  a  lesson  at  last.  Clear  me  this  once,  mother, 
and  I  swear  to  you  I'll  never  touch  a  card  again. 
I'll  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  and  be  guided  by  you." 

Mrs.  Dallas  did  not  reply ;  she  kept  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  table,  looking  the  picture  of  stony 
indifference. 

"  Do  not  refuse  to  help  me,"  urged  Lionel.  "  I 
have  got  a  couple  of  weeks'  time  to  pay  up,  and 
the  hotel  bills  are  not  heavy,  if  you  could  pay 
these  first.  You  will  see,  I  shall  become  a  new 
man.  If  I  have  any  luck  in  marriage  or  any- 
thing, I  will  repay  you,  and  I  swear  I  will  never 
touch  a  card  again." 

"  It  will  be  a  great  benefit  to  you  if  you  keep 
this  oath,  Lionel,  but   it  will  not  draw  any  money 
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from  me.  I  told  you  before  I  should  not  again 
pay  your  debts — certainly  not  what  are  termed 
debts  of  honour.  I  am  resolved  not  to  be  per- 
suaded or  cajoled.  As  you  got  into  trouble,  so 
you  must  get  out  of  it." 

Lionel  looked  in  his  mother's  set  face,  and  then, 
throwing  prudence  and  self-restraint  to  the  winds, 
burst  into  a  furious  tirade  against  her  harshness, 
penuriousness,  selfishness,  accusing  her  of  having 
caused  his  father's  death  by  her  conduct,  and 
many  other  wild  assertions,  his  fine  dark  eyes 
blazing  with  murderous  fury. 

Nothing,  however,  moved  her.  When,  at  last, 
he  paused  for  want  of  more  abusive  expressions, 
she  said,  in  a  composed  voice — 

"  If  you  have  not  run  up  an  outrageous  hotel 
bill,  I  will  pay  it — but  nothing  else;  and  nothing 
shall  shake  me  from  my  purpose.  As  you  are 
scarcely  sane,  I  shall  leave  you  to  recover  your- 
self; and  pray  remember  that  the  lock  of  my 
despatch  box,  where  I  keep  my  most  important 
papers,  is  a  patent,  and  if  tampered  with  will  tell 
tales." 

"  Do   you   think   I   want  your  infernal  papers  ? " 
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screamed  Lionel.  "I  can  do  without  them,  as  you 
shall  find  out."  But  his  mother  left  the  room  with- 
out noticing  his  polite  remark.  A  few  minutes  after 
she  heard,  in  the  quiet  of  her  own  room,  the  front 
door  shut  with  a  violence  which  shook  the  house. 

"  I  must  hold  to  my  resolution,"  she  thought,  "  or 
I  shall  be  beggared ;  and  then  who  will  help  me  ? 
Not  Lionel!  He  is  selfish;  yet  I  love  him.  Why 
would  not  that  girl  accept  him  ?  She  is  ruining 
us  both."  She  turned  to  the  large  bureau,  and  open- 
ing it  took  out  her  bank-book,  and  began  to  make 
calculations  on  some  half-sheets  of  note-paper,  which 
were  neatly  stowed  away  in  a  side  drawer. 


The  day  but  one  after  this  scene  Captain  For- 
rester was  busy  writing  in  his  room  in  a  quiet  hotel 
in  Dover  Street.  He  had  soon  tired  of  his  yachting 
expedition,  and  returned  to  worry  his  solicitor,  stock- 
broker, and  the  house  agent.  In  fact,  the  lord  of 
Wickham  Manor  had  the  taste  and  abilities  of  a 
man  of  business ;  and,  except  when  hunting,  shoot- 
ing, or  inspecting  the  improvements  on  his  estate, 
he   was   only  happy    when   rushing    about   London, 
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driving  bargains,  and  struggling  to  get  the  best  of 
everything  at  the  smallest  cost.  Yet  he  was  not 
ungenerous ;  only  painfully  aware  of  the  value  of 
money.  To  him  enter  a  waiter,  salver  in  hand,  and 
on  it  lay  a  note  and  a  card.  Forrester  glanced  at 
the  first  with  a  frown — it  was  from  his  solicitor, 
who  apologised  for  not  keeping  his  appointment  that 
morning;  then  he  took  the  card  and  read,  "Mr. 
Lionel  Ashby."  "Who  the  deuce  is  he?  I  seem  to 
know  the  name.  Hum,  ah !  I  know.  Show  the 
gentleman  up." 

The  next  moment  Lionel  entered.  He  was  ex- 
ceedingly well  dressed,  and  good-looking,  with  a  win- 
ning smile  showing  a  row  of  dazzlingly  white  teeth, 
and  had  an  air  of  deferential  politeness;  but  the 
impression  he  created  on  Forrester  can  be  best  de- 
scribed by  that  gentleman's  mental  question,  "Does 
he  want  to  tempt  me  to  join  some  bubble  company, 
with  his  grinning  civility  ? "  while  he  said  aloud, 
looking  at  the  card,  "  Mr.  Ashby,  I  don't  think  I 
have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  before." 

"  No,  Captain  Forrester,  but  I  think  I  can  prove 
myself  to  be  a  sort  of  connection." 

"  Pray  sit  down,  Mr.  Ashby,"  rather  stiffly. 
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"  Thank  you  !  let  me  explain.  I  am  the  step- 
son of  your  relative,  Colonel  Edward  Dallas." 

"  Ah  !    rather  a  distant  relative." 

"  Had  he  lived,  Captain  Forrester,  he  would  have 
been  a  little  too  near  the  main  line  of  the  family 
for  your  interests." 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,"  shortly. 

"  Returning  a  couple  of  days  ago  from  the  Con- 
tinent," resumed  Ashby,  "  I  heard  from  my  mother 
of  your  generous  consideration  for  my  cousin  (as  I 
have  always  considered  her),  and  I  have  called  to 
thank  you  very  sincere]y.  Myra  Dallas  is  a  little 
difficult  to  deal  with ;  she  might  have  had  a  happy, 
comfortable  home  with  my  mother  if  she  chose,  with- 
out troubling  you,  but " 

"  I  wonder  why  the  deuce  she  left  it!"  ejaculated 
Forrester  as  he  paused.  "  Not  that  I  regret  in  any 
way  having  undertaken  to  provide  for  her ;  she  has 
been  rather  ill-treated  on  the  whole.  Had  her  father 
nothing  to  leave  her  ?  You  seem  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  family  affairs." 

"  He  hadn't  much,  but  as  he  died  intestate — like 
your  wealthy  kinsman,  George  Dallas — whatever  he 
left  went  to  his  brother,  my  step-father." 
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"  Ha !  that's  the  reason  Mrs.  Dallas  took  her  in. 
Very  kind,  I'm  sure,"  said  Forrester,  while  he  thought, 
"  What  the  deuce  is  the  young  fellow  driving  at  ? " 
and  looked  openly  at  the  clock. 

"Yes,  I  am  keeping  you,"  remarked  Lionel  in 
reply  to  the  look.  "  But  you  will  find  I  have  some- 
thing to  say  that  is  worth  your  while  waiting  to 
hear ! " 

"  Indeed !     Pray,  let  me  hear  it  then." 

Lionel  smiled.  He  knew  he  had  a  great  card  to 
play,  yet  he  felt  nervous  about  playing  it ;  uneasy  as 
to  how  he  could  best  introduce  it,  and  oppressed 
by  the  sledge-hammer  directness  of  Forrester's 
manner. 

"  I  suppose  you  did  not  expect  Mr.  Dallas  would 
have  died  without  leaving  a  will?"  he  began  re- 
flectively. 

"  I  have  never  thought  about  it.  It  never  crossed 
my  mind  that  his  money  would  come  to  any  of 
us.  He  could  not  bear  the  sight  of  anyone  be- 
longing to  him.  It  was  quite  an  accident  its 
coming  to  me." 

"  No.  I  suppose  if  this  girl,  Myra,  had  been 
legitimate  she  would  have  nabbed  the  fortune." 
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"  No  doubt.  Hard  on  her,  but  good  for  me ; 
that's  one  reason  why  I  was  willing  to  provide  for 
her." 

"It  would  be  uncommonly  awkward  if  she  were 
to  prove  legitimate  after  all  ? " 

"  Yes,  deuced  inconvenient !  but  as  she  isn't,  there 
is  no  use  thinking  about  it." 

Lionel  laughed — an  uneasy,  hesitating  kind  of 
laugh.  "  You  know  nothing  is  so  imminent  as  the 
unexpected,"  he  said,  with  an  odd,  mocking,  malig- 
nant look. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Ashby,  if  you  have  nothing  more 
important  to  communicate,  I  am  afraid  I  must  leave 
you,  as  I  have  an  appointment " 

"  No,  you  must  hear  me ! "  exclaimed  Lionel, 
spurred  to  action.  "What  I  want  to  say  is — well, 
nothing  very  pleasant.  I — I  happen  to  know  that  it 
is  quite  possible  Myra  Dallas  may  be  legitimate,  but 
— it's  a  bit  of  knowledge  I've  never  told  to  mortal, 
and  never  will,  if — if  you  wish  it  kept  a  secret." 

"  Why,  what  the  deuce  do  you  mean  ? "  cried 
Forrester,  opening  his  eyes  in  somewhat  con- 
temptuous astonishment.  "  How  could  there  be  any 
question  about  her  illegitimacy  ?  " 
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"I  assure  you  there  is.  It  would  be  a  change 
for  you  if  she  were  to  set  up  a  claim  to  the  Dallas 
property." 

"If  you  imagine  that  I  should  be  disturbed 
by  any  attempt  at  imposition,  you  are  very  much 
mistaken.  I  should  carry  the  war  into  the  enemy's 
quarters.  Pray,  who  has  been  putting  you  up  to 
this  folly  ? " 

"No  one,  Captain  Forrester;  but  I  thought  it 
well  to  warn  you,  because  someone  less  friendly  to 
you  than  I  am  might  inform  Miss  Dallas  of  her 
rights  and  egg  her  on  to  attack  you." 

Forrester  laughed  scornfully. 

"What,  in  the  name  of  heaven,  has  put  this 
rubbish  into  your  head  ? " 

"Because,  when  I  was  assisting  my  mother  to 
regulate  the  Colonel's  papers,  we  came  upon  a  lot 
of  his  brother's.  I  don't  fancy  the  Colonel  ever 
looked  through    them "     He  paused. 

"  Did  you  find  any  will  ? "  asked  Forrester,  with 
animation. 

"  Will  ?  No ;  but — tied  up  with  some  old  love 
letters,  was  a  certificate  of  marriage  between 
Frederic  Dallas  and  Myra's  mother." 
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Forrester's  face  hardened  into  an  expression  of 
contemptuous  incredulity. 

"  She  committed  bigamy,  then.  How  could  she 
marry  when  her  husband  was  alive  ? " 

"  He  was  not  alive." 

"  Pray,  what  is  your  object  in  telling  me  this 
extraordinary  story,  Mr.  Ashby  ? " 

"I  thought  you  might  like  to   know,   that " 

"  I  would  rather  not  know,"  returned  Forrester, 
with  a  grim  smile;  "but  as  you  have  opened  the 
subject,  I  must  get  to  the  bottom  of  it." 

"  I  assure  you,  Captain  Forrester,  my  object  was 
entirely  friendly.  Of  course,  if  it  were  not,  I  should 
approach  you  in  a  different  way,  without  giving 
you  the  chance  of  making  up  your  mind  as  to 
the  course  you  will  take,  free  from  any  outside 
pressure,  and  certain  of  safety  and  secrecy." 

"Yes,  it  is  uncommonly  friendly.  I  wonder 
your  tendency  is  not  to  adopt  the  young  lady's 
side." 

"  It  is  always  better  to  deal,  in  such  matters, 
with  a  man  than  a  woman,  especially  with  the  man 
in  possession  "—and  he  smiled  pleasantly. 

"  Ha  ! "    ejaculated    Forrester,    as    if    something 
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suddenly  penetrated  to  his  understanding,  and  he 
remained  silent  for  a  moment,  gazing  thought- 
fully at  Lionel.  "I  think  I  see  the  object  of  your 
visit/'  he  said  at  length.  "  I  think,  too,  that 
you  and  your  mother  have  proved  your  belief 
in  this  rather  remarkable  story.  Now,  before  I 
take  the  trouble  of  thinking  about  it,  you  must 
show  me  something  tangible.  I  shall  then  hear 
what  you  have  to  propose.  We  are  both  men  of 
the  world,  and  can  speak  plainly — eh  ? " — looking 
keenly  at  him,  a  slight  smile  on  his  lips. 

"Exactly,"  returned.  Lionel  eagerly.  "I  saw  at 
once  you  were  a  fellow  one  could  speak  frankly  to." 

Forrester's  carefully  chosen  words  were  an  im- 
mense relief  to  him.  He  had  been  exceedingly 
nervous  about  opening  up  the  subject,  while  his 
mother's  warning  rang  in  his  ears,  and  he  half 
expected  to  be  kicked  out  by  the  stern,  curt, 
matter-of-fact  master  of  Wickham  Hall. 

"You  think  so?"  replied  Forrester  abruptly, 
anxious  to  draw  him  out  and  ascertain  how  much 
he  knew. 

"  What  do  you  consider  tangible  ? "  returned 
Lionel. 
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"  Before  I  enter  into  the  affair  with  you,"  said 
Forrester,  "  I  must  see  the  certificate  and  the 
letters  you  say  you  have  found ;  besides  these,  a 
good  deal  more  is  needed  before  I  can  admit  a 
doubt  as  to  my  rights.  Til  not  give  up  easily 
what  I  can  hold." 

"  Of  course  not ;  you  would  be  a  fool  if  you 
did.  I  can  only  say  that  if,  with  a  due  regard  to 
my  own  interests,  I  can  help  you,  I  shall  gladly." 

H  You  are  very  good.  When  may  I  expect  to 
see  the  documents  you  mention  ? " 

Lionel  thought  for  an  instant. 

"  The  day  after  to-morrow,  about  eleven,"  he 
said,  uttering  a  silent  prayer  that  he  might  be  able 
to  get  hold  of  the  desired  papers,  for  his  mother 
was  a  formidable  obstacle. 

"  Good  !  "  returned  Forrester,  rising.  "  I  shall 
be  here." 

"Then  for  the  present  I  will  wish  you  good- 
morning,"  said  Lionel,  also  rising  and  offering  his 
hand ;  but  Forrester  had  turned  away  to  ring  the 
bell,  and  did  not  seem  to  see  it. 

"  So  much  for  the  English  honour  and  pride 
my    mother     talks    about,"    said     Lionel    to    him- 
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self  as  he  descended  the  stair.  I  never  knew  a 
man  rise  quicker  to  the  bait  than  Forrester.  He 
will  be  glad  enough  to  make  things  square  with 
me." 

"  Confounded  sneak ! "  thought  Forrester,  as  he 
stood  looking  after  his  departing  visitor.  "  He 
is  calculating  how  much  he  can  squeeze  out  of 
me  for  this  secret  of  his.  I  must  get  at  the 
truth,  though  there's  not  much  in  it,  probably 
— there  can't  be.  It  would  be  an  infernal  nui- 
sance, though,  if  it  were  true ;  I  should  be  in 
an  awful  fix.  But  there's  no  use  in  anticipating 
evil.  I'll  go  and  have  a  talk  with  Wardlaw  about 
it.     He  is  a  devilish  long-headed  old  fellow." 


CHAPTER    XXYI. 

IN  THE  MAZE. 

While  these  arbiters  of  her  fate  fought  a  duel  of 
wits,  Myra  herself  thought  she  had  touched  the 
lowest  depths  of  her  sad  destiny.  To  turn  away 
from  the  cup  of  happiness  held  to  her  lips  by 
Leyton  was  more  than  she  could  bear  without  phy- 
sical as  well  as  mental  suffering.  Life  with  him  was 
such  a  vision  of  bliss  that  the  mere  thought  of  it 
was  enough  to  float  her  into  elysium.  But  she  must 
resist.  Mrs.  Dallas  was  uncompromising  in  her  air 
of  conviction  when  she  asserted  that  no  man — no 
gentleman — would  knowingly  wed  the  daughter  of 
an  unmarried  mother.  Leyton  must,  therefore,  be 
ignorant  of  her  true  position.  Of  this  ignorance 
she  must  take  no  advantage ;  indeed,  she  did  not 
feel  in  the  least  tempted  to  do  so.  To  deceive  was 
almost  impossible  to  her,  while  to  explain  was  even 
more  abhorrent.     What !  betray  the  dear  father  she 
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had  so  tenderly  loved,  the  mother  she  had  idealised, 
to  the  blame,  perhaps  the  contempt,  of  any  living 
soul !  Never !  In  her  innermost  heart  she  was 
faithful  to  them.  Some  error,  some  fatality  for 
which  they  were  not  quite  accountable,  lay  at  the 
root  of  this  wrong-doing ;  and  all  she  wished  was  to 
shield  her  dear  ones  from  contumely.  As  she  would 
have  given  her  life  for  them  were  they  with  her, 
so  she  would  give  up  happiness  to  guard  their 
memory. 

But  the  blow  cost  her  dear.  She  longed  to  tell 
Leyton  how  much  she  loved  him ;  to  excuse  herself 
for  the  unhappiness  she  had  caused  him,  though 
that  would  not  last — he  would  find  so  many  to  love 
him.  But  she  would  like  him  to  know  that  her 
refusal  was  not  prompted  by  caprice  or  indiffer- 
ence. 

Rarely  has  a  young,  delicate  spirit  been  called 
upon  to  endure  more  cruel  agony ;  and  the  future 
had  so  little  hope  to  offer.  She  must  always  be 
alone. 

She  must  be  resolute.  Work — even  the  work  she 
loved,  even  the  humble  independence  she  had 
looked    forward    to    earn — had    lost    all    attraction. 
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Nothing  was  worth  while  striving  for.  Her  heart 
was  left  to  her  desolate.  Why,  why  must  she 
live? 

She  hardly  cared  to  open  a  letter  from  Leyton 
which  reached  her  a  short  time  after  he  had  gone. 
It  could  only  bring  fresh  pain. 

11 1  am  going  for  a  short  time  to  the  Western 
Highlands    [he    wrote].       I    want   to    do     some     sea    and 

coast  sketches.     I   feel  I  must   be  up  and    doing,  or 

[What  followed  was  scratched  out.]  When  I  return  it 
will  be  time  enough  to  settle  your  Paris  plans ;  for 
it  is  not  well  to  begin  studio  work  before  September, 
and  I  think  you  are  fairly  comfortable  where  you 
are.  You  must  still  give  me  the  privileges  of  a  guar- 
dian, and  let  me  help  you — it  will  be  a  pleasure  for 
me  if  I  can.  Trust  me  still.  I  will  be  your  friend, 
if  I  can  be  nothing  more,  in  any  way.  I  am  always 
yours,  "  J.   Leyton." 

This  letter  ought  to  have  comforted  Myra ;  but  it 
did  not.  Nothing  could  just  then — she  was  physi- 
cally ill. 

Trying  to  sketch  one  damp  day  in   the   ruins — 

for  she  did  not  like  Miss  Foley  to  think  that  she 

would  do  nothing  now  Jack  Leyton  was  gone — she 

caught  a  chill,  and  grew  quickly  feverish.     Her  head 

k  2 
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ached  ;  she  could  not  eat  or  sleep.  For  a  day  or 
two  Miss  Letitia  strove  in  vain  to  rout  the  enemy 
with  her  old-fashioned  remedies — hot  gruel  at  night, 
herb  tea,  mustard  poultices,  etc. — but  in  vain. 

The  principal  medical  man  in  Redworth  was 
summoned.  He  looked  very  grave,  asked  many 
questions,  ordered  the  patient  to  bed,  but  gave  her 
two  anxious  friends  no  very  clear  information. 
Next  day  the  poor  young  sufferer  was  wandering  in 
mind,  and  only  recognised  at  intervals  where  she 
was ;  while  another  twenty-four  hours  saw  her  quite 
oblivious  of  everything  save  confused  memories 
of  her  early  days  at  Munich;  while  her  pulse 
beat  terribly  fast,  and  feverish  symptoms  rapidly 
developed. 

The  fight  between  youth  and  disease  had 
begun,  and  for  many  days  the  result  was  un- 
certain. 

■£  *  *  *  * 

Though  Lionel  Ashby,  when  in  a  state  of  anger 
and  thoroughly  roused,  threw  all  fear  of  his  mother, 
all  proper  respect  for  her,  to  the  winds,  he  was,  in 
his  calmer  moods,  somewhat  in  awe  of  her ;  and  had 
he  possessed  any  means  of  obtaining  the  documents 
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of  which  he  boasted  the  possession  to  Forrester,  he 
would  unhesitatingly  have  stolen  them.  This  was 
impossible.  He  might  have  "lifted"  the  box  con- 
taining them,  but  before  twelve  hours  were  over 
Mrs.  Dallas  would  have  been  on  his  track. 

Making  a  virtue  of  necessity,  he  described,  with 
an  air  of  the  greatest  frankness,  his  interview  with 
Forrester,  exaggerating  the  symptoms  of  his  readi- 
ness to  jump  at  Lionel's  offer  of  concealment. 

She  was  very  angry — even  alarmed. 

"  How  dare  you  do  this  without  my  knowledge 
and  consent?"  she  cried.  "You  have  endangered 
any  chance  we  had  by  letting  Forrester  know  the 
truth.  You  have  put  the  game  in  his  hands. 
Without  making  any  bargain  with  you,  he  has  only 
to  improve  the  good  impression  he  must  already 
have  made  on  Myra  by  his  generosity  and  marry 
her.  Then  he  can  snap  his  fingers  at  you  and  enjoy 
his  wealth,  untrammelled  by  blackmail  in  any  shape. 
You  are  really  a  hot-headed  idiot,  and  enough  to 
anger  even  so  foolish  a  mother  as  I  am." 

"  Thank  you,"  returned  Lionel  sharply.  "  I  saw 
the  man  as  well  as  heard  him  speak,  and  I  can  tell 
you  he  is  thoroughly  shaken.     He  wants  to  keep  the 
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whole  property  to  himself,  and  he  is  ready  to  pay 
me  my  price ;  but  I  must  prove  my  position — I 
must  show  him  the  certificates  both  of  marriage 
and  birth,  the  letters,  and " 

"  I  suppose  you  may  as  well.  Having  begun  the 
foolery,  you  will  have  to  go  on  with  it;  but  for 
heaven's  sake  do  not  give  up  your  papers  without 
an  equivalent ! " 

"  Trust  me  for  that,  mother  ! "  cried  Lionel  with 
alacrity,  thankful  to  have,  so  far,  succeeded. 

"  And  bring  them  safely  back  to  me.  I  have 
a  list  of  them,  which  I  will  copy  and  give  to  you. 
I  shall  only  give  you  a  copy  of  the  cutting  from 
the  Times  and  the  Italian  paper  describing  the  rail- 
way accident  and  death  of  the  first  husband;  those 
must  be  kept  with  jealous  care :  if  lost  or  de- 
stroyed it  would  be  very  difficult  to  establish  Myra's 
legitimacy." 

"All  right,  mother.  It  might  be  best.  What 
sum  ought  I  to  ask  for  my  secret  ? " 

"I  don't  know.  You  must  feel  your  way.  If 
he  intends  to  keep  the  affair  dark,  why  it  is  worth 
his  while  to  pay  heavily." 

"  It  certainly  is  ;   but  he  will  be  an  idiot   if  he 
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does  not  secure  both  the  girl  and  the  money  with- 
out your  help." 

"  We  will  see,"  said  Lionel  with  a  happy  smile. 

The  result  of  the  next  interview  between  For- 
rester and  Lionel  was  a  prolongation  of  prelimin- 
aries. The  former  read  the  various  documents 
with  an  inscrutable  countenance,  and  in  reply  to 
some  suggestive  remarks  from  Lionel,  asked  with 
brutal  abruptness,  "  Come,  tell  me  at  once,  how  much 
do  you  want  for  this  lot  ? " 

"That  is  not  for  me  to  say,"  said  Lionel  with 
an  air  of  polite  forbearance.  "You  know  best  what 
these  papers  are  worth  to  you ;  and  I  am  sure  your 
sense  of  justice " 

"  Is  equal  to  yours,  eh  ? "  interrupted  Forrester, 
looking  hard  at  him  with  a  curious  expression. 
"  Well,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  consider  they  are 
worth  to  me  when  I  have  consulted  with  my 
solicitor." 

"  What !  "  cried  Lionel  aghast.  "  You  are  not 
going  to  trust  such  a  secret  to  anyone  ? " 

"  If  solicitors  are  not  greatly  belied,"  returned 
Forrester  with  a  grim  smile,  "  they  are  just  the  gentry 
to  be  trusted  with  a  piece  of  robbery  of  this  kind  1 " 
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"Not  a  very  courteous  expression,"  said  Lionel, 
his  face  darkening. 

"  Why  ?  You  and  I  can  afford  to  speak  honestly 
to  each  other,"  remarked  Forrester  drily. 

"You  will  observe  that  in  this  stage  of  the 
business  I  cannot  part  with  these  documents,"  said 
Lionel. 

"No,  I  do  not  suppose  you  will.  Now  we  can 
have  no  more  to  say  to  each  other  at  present, 
Mr.  Ashby ;  as  soon  as  I  am  prepared  to  say  what 
I  shall  propose,  I'll  write  to  you.  Good-morning, 
Mr.  Ashby ! "  Hastily  gathering  up  his  documents 
and  thrusting  them  into  a  breast  pocket,  Lionel 
beat  a  retreat. 

As  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  upon  his  visitor 
Forrester  sat  down,  and  drawing  his  writing  materials 
to  him,  made  some  notes  carefully  and  rapidly. 
Folding  up  the  sheet  of  paper  on  which  he  had 
written,  he  placed  it  in  his  note-book,  and  that  in 
his  pocket.  Then  he  wrote  a  note  :  "  Dear  Wardlaw, 
— Dine  with  me  to-day,  or  let  me  dine  with  you.  I 
want  to  take  counsel  on  various  points." 

"  Send  this  to  Mr.  Wardlaw  at  once,  and  get  me 
an  answer,"  he  said  to  the  man  who  answered  the 
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bell.  Forrester  continued  to  write  and  make  cal- 
culations till  his  valet  appeared.  "  Mr.  Wardlaw  has 
gone  out  of  town,  sir,"  he  said.  "Your  note  will 
be  forwarded." 

"  What  an  infernal  nuisance  !  Call  a  hansom,  I 
am  late."  A  quick  order  to  the  driver,  "Lincoln's 
Inn,  sharp ! "  and  he  was  whirled  away  to  a  con- 
sultation with  his  solicitor. 

Wardlaw,  on  receipt  of  this  note,  returned  to 
London  sooner  than  he  would  otherwise  have  done ; 
nevertheless,  it  was  some  little  time  before  Forrester 
and  his  ex-guarclian  met.  Then  they  dined  together 
at  the  latter's  apartments. 

"  Now,  tell  me  your  tale,"  said  Wardlaw,  pushing 
the  claret  towards  his  guest,  when  dinner  was  over 
and  they  were  alone. 

"  I  begin  to  fear  it  is  a  tragedy  for  me,"  returned 
Cecil  filling  his  glass.  "  That  young  scoundrel,  Ashby, 
turned  up  again  the  day  I  wrote  to  you,  with  a 
packet  of  papers,  which  he  let  me  look  through, 
but  would  not  leave  in  my  hands.  There  was  the 
certificate  of  a  marriage  between  Frederic  Dallas 
and  Angela  Cevasco,  widow,  in  October,  1865,  at  St. 
Jude's  Church,  Kensington  ;    another  of  the  birth  of 
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a  daughter  named  Myra  some  months  later  ;  cuttings 
from  an  Italian  paper,  describing  a  bad  accident  on 
the  line  between  Genoa  and  Milan  on  the  2nd 
September,  1865,  with  the  names  of  those  killed — 
among  whom  was  that  of  Filippo  Cevasco,  silk  and 
velvet  manufacturer,  of  Genoa ;  there  was  a  letter 
or  statement  from  Frederic  Dallas,  declaring  that 
this  Cevasco  was  the  first  husband  of  his  wife  Angela, 
who  had  been  obliged  to  fly  from  his  cruelty,  and 
that,  immediately  on  hearing  of  Cevasco's  death,  he 
started  from  Venice  with  his  wife  for  England,  for 
the  purpose  of  having  their  marriage  solemnised  and 
registered.  They  remained  in  London  till  after  the 
birth  of  their  daughter,  and  then  returned  to  the 
Continent." 

"  It  looks  bad,"  ejaculated  Wardlaw ;  "  but  it  has 
yet  to  be  proved  that  this  Cevasco  was  really  the 
husband  of  Myra's  mother." 

"  Yes,  that  is  the  point.  My  solicitors  have  sent 
an  agent  to  Genoa  to  ascertain  particulars.  I  believe 
the  house  of  Cevasco  still  exists,  though  it  is  more 
than  twenty  years  ago  since  all  this  occurred.  So 
far  the  story  bears  inspection.  The  marriage  is  duly 
entered  in  the  books   of  St.  Jude's   Church.      They 
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have  found  the  house  where  Dallas  lodged  and  the 
child  was  born  ;  and  if  Cevasco  proves  to  have  been 
the  man  who  married  Angela  Henne  (Henne  was 
the  mother's  maiden  name),  why  I  must  hand  over 
my  property  to  my  pensioner,  Myra  Dallas." 

"It's  deuced  hard  on  you,  Cecil,  deuced  hard. 
But  I  suppose  it  can't  be  helped." 

"  No,  of  course  not ;  but  that's  a  poor  consola- 
tion ! " 

"  How  is  it  that  Fred  Dallas  did  not  tell  his 
story  to  his  brother  ? " 

"Oh,  it  seems  they  had  quarrelled  about  Fred's 
connection  with  this  woman,  and  had  held  no  com- 
munication for  sixteen  or  seventeen  years.  When, 
on  his  way  back  from  India,  Colonel  Dallas  sought 
out  his  brother,  it  was  too  late,  Frederic  was  at 
the  point  of  death."  Silence  succeeded  for  a  few 
moments  when  Forrester  ceased  to  speak. 

"  Then  you  do  not  think  of  resisting  the  claims 
of  Miss  Dallas?" 

"  No  !  if  the  inquiry  at  Genoa  proves  the  Cevasco 
killed  in  that  railway  accident  to  have  been  the 
first  husband  of  Myra's  mother,  certainly  not!  I 
have  a  character  to  lose ;   and  I  am  not  particularly 
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anxious  to  enrich  the  lawyers.  But  I  hope  she 
will  not  call  on  me  to  refund  the  money  I  have 
spent ! " 

"  What !  after  the  consideration  you  have  shown 
for  her  ?  " 

"  It  all  depends  on  her  advisers  ;  she  has  hardly 
a  will  of  her  own,  I  fancy.  When  I  know  what 
they  have  found  out  in  Genoa  (if  it  is  favourable 
to  Myra),  she  ought  to  have  a  legal  adviser  of  her 
own,  and  prove  her  rights  in  a  friendly  suit.  It 
might  save  difficulties  hereafter." 

"  Yes,  it  might,"  said  Wardlaw  thoughtfully. 

"  Perhaps  the  best  and  fairest  thing  to  do  would 
be  to  marry  her,"  resumed  Forrester  in  a  candid 
tone,  and  with  an  air  of  willing  self-sacrifice.  "  She 
would  get  a  husband — not  a  bad  one,  I  flatter  my- 
self— in  addition  to  a  fortune ;  and  she  could 
settle  a  good  slice,  or  the  whole  of  it  if  she  likes, 

On  9716." 

Wardlaw  smiled.     "  She  may  not  fancy  you." 
"Why  ?   there  is  nothing  to  dislike  in  me.     And, 
do  you  know,  that  girl  is  not  a  bad  sort;   I  think 
I   could  put  up  with  her  very  well.     Eh,   what   do 
you  think?" 


IX  TEE  MAZE.  157 

"  That  you  are  a  wonderful  young  man,"  returned 
Wardlaw  with  a  curious  smile. 

"  Oh,  come  now !  not  wonderful.  I  have  some 
sense  of  right  and  wrong,  and  I'm  not  going  to 
disgrace  myself  by  double-dealing.  However,  I 
shall  do  nothing  hastily.  As  to  that  fellow,  Ashby, 
I  think  I'll  get  Grove  to  write  him  an  official  sort 
of  letter,  informing  him  that  I  am  much  obliged 
for  his  information,  but  whether  it  proves  Miss 
Dallas  heir  to  the  wealth  of  our  late  relative  or  not, 
it  puts  me  in  no  way  under  any  obligation  to  him ; 
that  he  can  give  or  withhold  the  documents  he  showed 
me  as  he  likes,  and  therefore  I  can  see  no  necessity 
for  another  meeting,  which  would  probably  be  painful 
to  both  parties.  That  will  turn  his  flank,  eh  ?  By 
Jove,  if  he  comes  near  me  again,  I  shall  kick  him 
downstairs." 

"  Then  I  hope  he  will  not !  How  soon  do  you 
expect  to  hear  the  result  of  your  mission  to 
Genoa  ? " 

"  It  is  uncertain,  perhaps  at  the  end  of  next  week. 
I'll  have  a  deuced  uncomfortable  time,  I  can  tell 
you,  until  I  know  how  matters  go.  Gad,  I've  got 
rid  of  between  eight  and  nine  thousand  of  the  cash. 
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what  with  one  thing  and  another ;  if  Myra  Dallas 
is  advised  to  demand  this  money  back,  I  shall  be 
done  in  earnest!  She  had  much  better  marry  me 
than  ruin  me." 

"If  there  is  any  truth  in  a  face,  she  will  not 
exact  the  last  farthing." 

"  Don't  you  be  too  sure.  It  all  depends  on  what 
sort  of  an  adviser  she  will  get." 

There  was  another  pause.  Then  Wardlaw  sud- 
denly asked,  "  Have  you  seen  Ley  ton  ? " 

"No,  not  for  a  few  weeks.  Somebody  said  he 
was  out  of  town." 

"  If  I  were  you,"  resumed  Wardlaw,  "  I  should 
write  and  ascertain  his  whereabouts.  He  would  be 
the  man  to  advise  Miss  Dallas.  He  is  a  good 
man  and  true,  and  would  be  a  friend  to  both  of 
you." 

"Very  likely,  but  she  had  better  take  me  as 
adviser-in -chief." 

"My  dear  fellow,  you  are  too  deeply  interested 
to " 

"What?"  interrupted  Forrester,  "do  you  mean 
to  say  I  would  not  give  her  disinterested  advice,  even 
if  she  does  kick  me  out  ? " 
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"  Your  intentions  might  be  excellent,  but  the 
position  would  be  difficult." 

"  I  don't  see  that.  Anyhow,  I'll  write  to  Leyton  ; 
I  suppose  his  letters  are  forwarded." 

"  I  should  wait  the  result  of  your  inquiries  at 
Genoa,  and  then  write." 

"  Ay !  it's  as  well  to  keep  the  affair  quiet  till  I 
know  my  ground.  It's  an  infernal  business  if  I  am 
to  lose  the  fortune  after  so  short  a  spell  of  it ! " 

"Not  if  you  get  it  back  with  interest  in  the 
shape  of  a  nice  wife." 

"  Interest !  Incumbrance,  you  mean  ! "  exclaimed 
Forrester.  "  I  don't  want  to  marry  for  these  ten 
years.  Why  the  deuce  fellows  want  to  run  their 
heads  into  the  matrimonial  noose  I  cannot  tell. 
However,  as  I  said  before,  if  the  worst  comes  to  the 
worst,  I  shouldn't  object  so  much  to  Myra  Dallas, 
and  it  would  be  far  and  away  the  best  mode  of 
settling  the  matter." 

Forrester  was  as  good  as  his  word. 

After  many  days  of  impatient  waiting,  rendered 
still  more  unpleasant  by  Mrs.  Dallas's  gloomy  looks 
and  ominous  silence,  the  spell  was  broken  by  a 
thunderbolt,  in  the  shape  of  a  lawyer's  letter,  em- 
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bodying  the  ideas  sketched  by  Forrester  in  his  talk 
with  Wardlaw;  while  to  Ashby's  eyes  the  word  "De- 
feat" seemed  blazoned  all  over  it  in  letters  of 
fire. 

He  opened  it  at  breakfast,  and  could  not  sup- 
press the  word  "Damnation!"  uttered  with  a  kind 
of  despairing  yell. 

A  hasty  demand  for  explanation  from  Mrs.  Dallas 
was  answered  by  a  frantic  outburst  of  despair  and 
fury  ;  while  he  walked  the  room,  throwing  himself 
upon  the  sofa,  only  to  start  up  again  and  resume 
his  pacing  to  and  fro. 

His  mother  picked  up  the  letter  he  had  flung 
from  him,  and  read  it  with  a  bitter  smile. 

"  You  have  reaped  a  rich  harvest  from  your  con- 
tempt of  my  counsels  !  "  she  said. 

"Don't!"  he  cried,  pausing  opposite  to  her,  a  dan- 
gerous look  in  his  flaming  eyes,  "  I  am  half  mad 
already.     Don't  drive  me  to — to  hurt  you." 

She  was  silent,  and  began  to  re-peruse  the  letter, 
while  her  son  raved. 

"The  cowardly,  lying  cur,"  he  cried,  "to  lead  me 
on,  to  cheat  me,  and  then  not  dare  to  face  me !  He 
has  cheated  me  of  my  information,  and   flung  me 
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away  when  he  squeezed  me  dry.  Is  that  an  English 
gentleman's  sense  of  honour  ?  Is  that  the  high 
principle  you  talk  about?" 

"  He  does  not  consider  himself  bound  to  you  in 
any  way.  Oh,  Lionel,  I  wish  to  heaven  you  had  lis- 
tened to  me,  and  not  acted  with  such  fatal  precipi- 
tation. You  have  only  enriched  that  miserable, 
ungrateful  girl,  who  will  make  a  mock  of  you.  Oh, 
my  son,  bad,  unkind  as  you  have  been,  I  cannot 
help  feeling  for  you — -I  cannot  bear  to  see  you 
beaten.  Turn  to  me  now — I  will  help  you.  It  will 
be  a  tremendous  effort  to  re-establish  ourselves,  our 
characters,  after  such  a  failure  as  this — for  of  course 
I  shall  be  classed  with  you — but  I  see  a  ray  of 
light,  and  I  will  help  you." 

She  paused,  unable  to  command  her  voice,  her 
heart  beating  with  deadly  hatred  for  Myra,  rage 
against  Forrester,  despair  at  the  false  step  taken 
by  Lionel,  and  suddenly-awakened  compassion  for 
him. 

"  There  is  no  one  like  you,  after  all,  mother,"  ex- 
claimed Lionel,  throwing  his  arms  round  her.  "  I 
was  a  fool  to  go  against  you  ;  but  help  me  now  and 
I  will  stick  to  you.     Help  me  to  revenge." 
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"  Let  us  make  our  own  position  secure  first,"  she 
replied,  kissing  him  with  unusual  warmth.  "The 
rest  may  come  after.  Try  and  be  calm  and  reso- 
lute. Sit  down — take  a  cup  of  coffee  while  I 
think." 

"  I  couldn't  swallow  it  without  a  dash  of 
cognac." 

Mrs.  Dallas  went  to  the  sideboard  and  took  out 
the  desired  addition;  and,  sitting  down,  poured  out 
coffee  for  her  son  and  for  herself,  though  she  added 
milk  only  to  hers.  She  was  very  silent  for  some 
minutes ;  then  she  rang,  and,  while  the  servant 
cleared  away,  seemed  absorbed  in  the  morning 
paper. 

"Now,  listen  to  me,  Lionel,"  she  exclaimed  when 
they  were  alone.  "  Sit  down  and  gather  your  senses 
together.  I  presume  you  gave  Forrester  to  under- 
stand that  you  did  not  mean  to  give  him  the  proofs 
of  Myra's  legitimacy  for  nothing?" 

"  Yes  ;  of  course  I  did." 

"  You  were  quite  alone  with  him  ? " 

"  Quite  alone,  both  times." 

"  Very  well — one  man's  word  is  as  good  as 
another's.      We   must   tell   our    tale    resolutely   and 
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consistently.  Here  it  is.  First,  we  have  only  just 
found  these  documents  suggesting  Myra's  legitimacy. 
My  husband's  papers  were  so  voluminous  that  I 
naturally  postponed  looking  through  those  belong- 
ing to  my  brother-in-law  till  the  other  day.  Then, 
being  deeply  interested  in  Myra,  you,  in  a  tit  of 
generous  enthusiasm,  imprudently  went  off  to  For- 
rester, hoping  to  talk  him  into  restoring  the  pro- 
perty to  Myra  or  dividing  it  with  her,  thus  avoiding 
the  cost  of  a  lawsuit  and  much  unpleasantness. 
Next,  you  must  write  a  temperate,  high-toned  letter 
to  these  lawyers,  protesting  against  their  insinuation 
that  you  expected  anything  for  your  information, 
and  recapitulating  the  motives  I  have  set  forth. 
You  shall  express  your  astonishment  that  Captain 
Forrester — himself  an  honourable  man — should  have 
strangely  misinterpreted  you.  We  will  get  this  story 
well  into  our  heads  and  stick  to  it.  We  must  never 
use  any  word  but  '  misrepresentation,'  but  we  can 
so  use  it  that  it  may  spell  '  lie.'  Believe  me,  if  you 
can  raise  a  sufficient  dust  of  indistinctness,  and  are 
safe  from  corroborating  witnesses,  you  may  defy  'the 
powers  that  be'  to  prove  anything.  Some  will  swear 
by  Forrester,  and  some  by  us.  But  no  one  can 
L  2 
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know ;  and  Ave  have  as  good  a  right  to  be  heard 
and  believed  as  our  antagonists.  Now  do  you  see 
the  game  ? " 

"  Yes,  perfectly.  Then,  when  quite  re-established, 
we  can  see  what  we  can  do  to  pay  out  Myra.  I 
hate  her !  How  I  hate  her !  I  wish  I  had  her  in 
my  grasp.  By  the  way,  mother,  do  you  think 
there  is  any  chance  that  the  fellow  we  sent  to 
Genoa  may  peach  ?  " 

"No — none.  He  scarcely  knew  anything  as  to 
why  I  wanted  the  information,  and  was  a  common- 
place creature.  Now,  Lionel,  get  your  writing 
things.  The  letter  to  these  lawyers  requires  infinite 
care.  I  am  a  little  undecided  whether  I  shall  write 
to  Lady  Shirland  or  wait  till  I  go  down  to  Glenus- 
quebaugh  next  week."  (A  pause.)  "I  think  I  will 
write.  She  will  be  enchanted  with  the  gossip,  and 
there  is   nothing  like  having  the  first  word.     Then 

I  shall  say  a  good  deal   about  you,  and Stay. 

Send  a  judicious  little  note  yourself  to  Dorothea. 
Say  that  you  are  in  despair  at  being  left  alone  here ; 
and  Forrester  has  behaved  in  a  most  extraordinary 
manner — it  is  best  to  begin  it ;  that  you  know  she 
was  interested  in  Myra,  and  through  Myra  in  you. 
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Talk  of  your  value  for  her  opinion,  and  ask  for  a 
word  of  sympathy.  You  might  mention,  too,  that 
you  hear  Ley  ton  has  returned  to  town;  then  per- 
haps you  will  get  an  invitation  to  take  his  place. 
If  you  do,  hold  it  fast ;  for  Dorothea  is  far  gone 
about  him,  and  may  be  caught  in  the  rebound. 
Come  !  let  us  ravel  this  web  of  circumstances  till 
no  living  soul  can  disentangle  it." 


CHAPTER     XXVII. 

CONVALESCENCE. 

Is  it  necessary  to  trouble  the  reader  with  the 
minutiae  respecting  the  steps  taken  to  ascertain 
the  truth  on  those  points  which  must  be  proved 
in  a  case  of  disputed  succession  ?  No ;  they  are 
but  a  weariness  to  the  flesh.  We  will,  then,  only 
say  that  the  inquiries  respecting  the  history  of 
Filippo  Cevasco  identified  him  as  the  first  hus- 
band of  Myra's  mother,  to  the  infinite  chagrin  of 
Forrester. 

Affairs  having  progressed  so  far,  there  was  a 
pause,  a  hesitation  as  to  the  next  step  to  be 
taken. 

"  I  don't  care  to  break  the  news  to  the  young 
heiress  till  I  see  Leyton,"  said  Forrester  one  morn- 
ing to  Wardlaw,  who  had  dropped  in  just  to  find 
out  how  things  were  going  on. 

"  You  have  written  to  him,  I  suppose  ? " 
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"  Yes,  two  or  three  days  ago,  and  I  am  sur- 
prised at  having  no  reply." 

"  He  is  away  in  some  inaccessible  region  on  the 
west  coast  of  Scotland  where  the  postman  is  un- 
known." 

"  Is  such  a  spot  to  be  found  nowadays  ? " 

"  Yes,  occasionally." 

"  Have  you  heard  anything  of  young  Ashby  ? " 

"  Only  from  Grove,  my  solicitor,  to  whom  he 
wrote  in  reply  to  their  letter.  Eight  cleverly  he 
replied,  I  can  tell  you.  He  had  the  impudence  to 
say  that  I  entirely  misunderstood  him ;  that  he 
never  had  the  slightest  intention  of  putting  a 
price  on  his  information ;  nothing,  in  short,  was 
farther  from  his  thoughts.  He  had  come  to  me, 
on  the  discovery  of  the  certificate,  merely  because, 
knowing  me  to  be  an  honourable  man,  he  hoped 
to  bring  about  a  friendly  settlement  of  the  affair, 
and  to  save  the  cost  of  legal  proceedings.  He 
could  not  have  taken  a  better  line.  It's  not  my 
business  to  denounce  him  as  a  double-dealing 
scoundrel.  He'll  never  presume  to  cross  my  path 
again,  so  I'll  let  him  go  ;  but " 

He  was    interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Ley  ton 
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who  came  in  hastily  and  unannounced,  looking 
haggard  and  ill. 

"  Leyton  ! "  cried  both  men  together. 

"  You  have  had  my  letter  ! "  added  Forrester. 

"  Yes,  just  as  I  was  starting,  and  read  it  on  the 
road.  This  is  a  strange  story  of  yours ;  yet  I 
have  sometimes  thought  that  some  such  condition 
of  things  existed,  or  Mrs.  Dallas  would  not  have 
urged  such  a  marriage  for  her  son.  Now  it 
remains  to  be  seen  if  this  poor  young  creature  will 
live  to  enjoy  her  unexpected  fortune.  She  has  had 
a  bad  fever,  the  brain  greatly  affected,  and  is  still  so 
prostrate  that  she  cannot  be  considered  out  of  danger." 

"That's  a  bad  business,"  said  Forrester,  very 
gravely. 

"  Bad  enough,"  returned  Leyton ;  "  and  the 
stupid  people  she  is  with  never  let  me  know  till 
almost  too  late.  Then  they  wrote  to  me  in 
London,  and  so  lost  nearly  thirty-six  hours.  I 
started  the  moment  I  heard,  but  I  was  five  hours 
north  from  Glasgow  so  I  did  not  reach  Redworth 
till  late  yesterday." 

"Then  Miss  Dallas  is  still  at  Redworth?"  put 
in  Wardlaw. 
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"  She  is,  and  well  cared  for,  I  believe.  The 
doctor  says  if  her  strength  can  be  kept  up  she 
will  pull  through,  but  it  is  still  touch-and-go." 

"  I  trust  .in  God  she  will ! "  cried  Forrester 
heartily,  "even  though  she  lives  to  beggar  me.  It 
would  be  too  melancholy  to  think  of  such  a  bright 
young  creature  passing  away  with  good  fortune 
within  her  grasp.  By  Jove,  I  hope  she'll  live 
to  marry  me.  That  will  be  the  best  solution  of  the 
difficulty,  eh,  Leyton  ? " 

Leyton  started  and  flashed  a  look  of  angry  sur- 
prise at  him.     "For  you — certainly,"  he  said. 

"  She  has  youth  on  her  side,  and  you  say  good 
care,  so  we  have  every  right  to  hope  the  best," 
observed  Wardlaw,  who  had  been  watching  Leyton ; 
and  said  to  himself,  "  He  is  hard  hit,  poor  fellow  ! " 

Leyton  kept  silence,  while  Forrester  plunged 
into  a  description  of  his  interviews  with  Lionel 
Ashby,  of  his  hunt  for  the  history  of  Cevasco,  of 
the  undoubted  proofs  of  Myra's  legitimacy,  etc. 
Then  the  conversation  naturally  turned  on  the  pro- 
bable eventualities  of  the  startling  discovery. 

"  Of  one  thing  I  am  quite  sure,"  said  Leyton, 
at  length.      "  Myra  Dallas  will  never   take  all  from 
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you.  She  is  deeply  grateful  for  the  consideration 
you  have  shown  for  her." 

"That  will  depend  on  her  advisers,"  returned 
Forrester.  "She  is  an  infant,  and.  powerless  at 
present;  and  she  may  marry,  and  her  husband 
will  not  think  much  of  me  or  what  I  have  done 
for  his  wife." 

"  Yes,"  added  Wardlaw ;  "  and  as  soon  as  her 
story  gets  out  she  will  have  all  the  fortune-hunters 
in  London  after  her." 

Leyton  muttered  something  which  the  others 
did  not  catch. 

"Well,"  said  Forrester,  with  a  self-satisfied  air, 
"  I  will  do  my  best  to  forestall  them." 

"  Nothing  can  be  done  at  present,"  said  Leyton. 
"  It  will  be  a  considerable  time  before  Miss  Dallas 
can  be  troubled  with  any  matter  of  business,  and 
long  before  she  can  bear  any  shock.  In  the 
meantime  it  will  be  well  to  select  a  good  legal 
adviser  for  her.  Being  a  minor,  she  can  do 
nothing  herself." 

"  Quite  true,"  returned  Wardlaw.  "  Still,  her 
wishes  as  regards  this  large  inheritance  must  be 
consulted." 
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"  Certainly,"  exclaimed  Forrester.  "  By  the  way, 
where  are  you  staying,   Ley  ton  ? " 

"  Oh,  I  shall  not  leave  Red  worth  till  I  know 
that  Miss  Dallas  is  safe." 

"  By  the  way,  how  old  is  she  ? " 

"  I  have  an  idea  she  was  twenty  in  May,  but  I 
do  not  think  she  knows  exactly  herself." 

"  A  year  to  wait  for  her  majority ;  a  great  deal 
may  happen  in  a  year,"  said  Forrester  thoughtfully. 
"  Then  there  is  no  use  in  asking  you  to  dinner  ? " 

"  No,  thank  you !  I  have  one  or  two  places  to 
call  at,  and  then  I  shall  return  to  Redworth ;  so  I 
will  say  good-morning." 

"Good-morning!  very  glad  you  are  within  reach. 
I  am  thinking  of  running  down  to  Wickham  myself. 
You'll  let  me  have  a  line  to-morrow,  to  say  how  my 
cousin  is  going  on  ?  " 

"  Without  fail,"  returned  Leyton,  with  a  cynical 
smile  at  this  sudden  recognition  of  Myra's  relation- 
ship. 

"Good-bye,  my  dear  fellow;  my  best  wishes  for 
the  recovery  of  your  ward,  as  I  am  sure  she  will 
consider  herself,"  from  Wardlaw. 

Leyton   walked   rapidly   away,   greatly   disturbed 
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in  mind.  His  journey  south  had  been  a  terrible 
trial.  The  idea  of  Myra  dying,  breathing  her  last, 
perhaps,  before  he  could  catch  one  look  of  recogni- 
tion from  her  haunting  eyes,  one  last  faint  smile 
from  her  sweet,  sad  mouth  !  and  she  would  want 
him  in  that  supreme  moment,  he  felt — he  knew  she 
would.  There  was  some  barrier  which  he  did  not 
recognise  between  them,  for  there  was  no  in- 
difference in  the  voice  which  uttered  her  denial  of 
his  suit ;  two  or  three  weeks  ago  she  had  been  so 
unaffectedly  happy  to  be  with  him,  yet  might  not 
that  indicate  sisterly  feeling  only  ?  How  frank  and 
natural  she  was  !  how  infinitely  interesting  from  her 
loneliness,  and  the  strain  of  tender  resignation  which 
was  the  dominant  chord  of  her  character.  And  now 
— was  death  to  rob  him  of  his  beloved  bride,  for 
whom  his  soul  yearned  ?  if — if  only  he  could  see 
her,  could  assure  himself  of  her  condition  with  his 
own  eyes ! 

If  she  escaped — if  she  were  restored  to  life  and 
health,  how  would  it  be  ?  Could  he,  a  poor  painter, 
with  a  past  far  from  irreproachable,  venture  to  ask  an 
heiress,  a  woman  above  him  in  riches  and  in  charac- 
ter, to  turn  from  the  prosperous  suitors  who  would, 
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no  doubt,  flock  round  her  and  wed  poverty  and  ob- 
scurity ?  No,  honour  forbade !  He  was  the  most 
unfortunate  devil  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  If  Myra 
had  but  accepted  him  when  she  was  poor,  obscure, 
with  the  stigma  of  illegitimacy  on  her  birth,  all  might 
have  been  well ;  but  she  had  said,  "  No  ! "  He  must 
not  deceive  himself;  she  had  some  strong  objection 
to  him,  or  she  would  not  have  declined  to  share  his 
home.  Yet  how  was  he  to  account  for  her  extra- 
ordinary despondency  ?  This  was,  the  doctor  told 
him,  the  greatest  obstacle  to  Myra's  recovery.  "  She 
does  not  seem  to  care  for  life,"  he  said.  "  It  is  a  very 
bad  symptom."  Pondering  deeply  this  unyouthful 
tendency,  an  idea  suggested  itself  to  Leyton,  which 
seized  his  imagination  so  forcibly  that  he  paused  in 
the  crowded  street  to  look  at  it  with  steadfast  mental 
eyes. 

"  I'll  go  and  speak  to  Mrs.  Keene ;  she  may 
help  me  to  unravel  the  mystery."  He  called  a 
hansom,  and  was  soon  bowling  along  to  Keene's 
Hotel. 

"  Dear,  dear  !  Is  it  you,  Mr.  Leyton  ?  "  cried  the 
good  landlady.     "I  am  glad  to  see  you." 

"  Thank   you,   Mrs.    Keene !      I  wish   you   would 
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tell  me  why  you  did  not  send  for  me  sooner.  Ill- 
ness !  Why,  good  God  !  Miss  Dallas  might  have 
died  before  I  could  come  back ! " 

"  Well,  sir,  it  was  a  bit  of  a  mistake.  You  see, 
my  poor  sisters,  who  were  just  broken-hearted  about 
her,  they  did  know  as  how  you  were  her  guardian 
in  a  manner  of  speaking,  and  I  thought  they  had 
written  ;  and  I  was  so  taken  up  and  worrited  about 
the  dear  young  lady  I  lost  my  head  a  bit,  but  I 
got  her  a  trained  nurse  and  everything  I  could " 

"  Yes,  I  know  you  did,  and  I  am  here  in  time, 
thank  God  !  Now  I  want  to  consult  you  about  an 
idea  that  has  occurred  to  me.  The  last  day  she — 
Miss  Dallas  was  here,  how  did  she  seem  ? " 

"Just  like  a  dazed  creature  that  could  hardly 
keep  its  feet.  It's  my  belief  that  the  aunt  said 
something  terribly  cruel  to.  her." 

"  Exactly  so.  Did  you  ever  know  or  hear  there 
were  doubts  that — that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dallas  were 
married  ? " 

"  No,  sir,  but  Keene  did.  He  told  me,  and  not 
a  word  has  ever  passed  my  lips;  I  don't  and  won't 
believe  the  cruel  story.  If  ever  there  was  an  angel 
on  this  earth,  it  was  Miss  Myra's  mother." 
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"  Well,  Mrs.  Keene,  she  was  much  more  sinned 
against  than  sinning ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  she  was 
legally  and  religiously  married  a  considerable  time 
before  Miss  Dallas  was  born — a  very  important  mat- 
ter, as  you  will  hear  later  on.  Now  I  am  disposed 
to  think  that,  as  a  revenge,  Mrs.  Dallas  told  Myra 
of  her  illegitimacy,  and  convinced  her  of  it  in  some 
way.  This  blow  was  too  much  for  a  delicate,  refined 
girl  with  a  tender  memory  of  her  parents,  and  may 
account  for  the  terrible  depression  by  which  her 
recovery  is  retarded." 

"  Gracious  goodness,  Mr.  Leyton  !  I  am  sure  you 
are  right !  I  shall  never  forget  the  misery  of  her 
face  that  day  when  she  walked  in  here  looking  fit 
to  drop,  and  just  fell  on  that  sofa.  If  ever  there 
was  a  cruel,  scheming  devil,  it's  Mrs.  Dallas — and 
what  shall  we  do  now,  sir  ? " 

Leyton  was  silent.  Indeed,  he  hardly  heard  Mrs. 
Keene ;  he  was  asking  himself  if  this  could  be  the 
reason  of  Myra's  rejection  of  himself.  If  so,  why, 
there  were  possibilities  of  infinite  happiness  still  be- 
fore him,  only — this  dreadful  fortune  would  come 
between  them,  must  come  between  them ! 

"  I    was  saying,  sir,"    resumed  Mrs.    Keene,    who 
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had  been  watching  him  with  interest,  "what's  to 
be  done  now  ?  " 

"  Eh,  what's  to  be  done  ? "  repeated  Leyton, 
looking  up.  "  I  scarcely  know.  The  great  thing 
would  be  to  convince  her  that  her  mother  was  all 
right ;  she  needn't  know  the  exact  story.  Look 
here,  Mrs.  Keene,  you  would  be  just  the  right  per- 
son to  tell  her.  It's  a  subject  /  dare  not  open  up 
to  her.  Will  you  undertake  it  as  soon  as  she  is 
strong  enough  to  bear  being  talked  to?" 

"Ay,  that  I  will.  She  must  have  suffered  ter- 
ribly. What  a  hard  life  she  has  had,  poor  dear, 
and  all  from  the  faults  of  others." 

Leyton  muttered  something,  and  took  a  turn  to 
and  fro. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  resuming  his  seat — "  that's  the 
plan.  You  tell  her  it  was  a  base  lie  on  the  part  of 
Mrs.  Dallas;  then,  when  she  is  able  to  see  me,  I'll 
tell  her  of  the  great  change  in  her  fortunes;  for 
the  proof  of  her  legitimacy  makes  her  an  heiress." 

"  You  don't  say  so,  Mr.  Leyton  !  An  heiress  ? 
Why,  how  is  that,  sir  ?  " 

Leyton  gave  her  a  hasty  explanation,  at  which 
the  good  woman's  eyes  danced  with  joy. 
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"  Don't  talk  about  this  at  present,  if  you  please, 
Mrs.  Keene.  It  will  be  blazoned  about  soon  enough 
if — if  Myra  recovers.  I  am  so  infinitely  obliged  to 
you  for  sending  down  a  good  nurse.  Your  sister 
says  she  has  been  of  the  greatest  use.  I  will  write 
to-night,  or  telegraph  to-morrow  morning,  or  as  soon 
as  the  doctor  thinks  Miss  Dallas  may  be  spoken  to 
on  such  a  matter.  He  told  me  he  thought  she 
must  have  had  a  severe  nervous  shock.  By  heaven! 
if  we  are  right  in  our  surmises,  I'll  give  that  Mrs. 
Dallas  a  piece  of  my  mind  before  I  have  done  with 
her." 

"  You  may  depend  on  my  prudence,  sir.  Not  a 
word  shall  pass  my  lips — not  even  to  Wilhelmina 
or  grandfather." 

"I  am  sure  I  can  depend  on  you,  Mrs.  Keene," 
returned  Leyton,  rising.  "You  shall  hear  from 
me  with  a  full  report  of  our  sufferer  to-morrow 
morning." 

After  a  cordial  "Good-bye"  Leyton  departed. 
***** 

Youth  and  an  untried  constitution  were  too 
much  for  the  foe — a  somewhat  complicated  attack 
of  fever. 

Af 
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Myra  slowly  rallied.  A  few  days  after  Leyton's 
visit  to  Mrs.  Keene,  he  was  permitted  to  summon 
that  true  friend  to  make  the  experiment  from  which 
they  both  hoped  so  much. 

"  Thank  God,  she  has  had  two  good  nights ;  and 
Miss  Foley  reports  her  much  improved  in  conse- 
quence/' said  Leyton,  who  met  Mrs.  Keene  at  the 
railway  station.  "  But  I  am  sure  I  need  not  warn 
you  to  be  cautious  in  approaching  the  subject.  If, 
however,  I  am  right  in  my  conjecture  that  she  is 
brooding  over  the  story  told  her  by  Mrs.  Dallas, 
the  relief  of  knowing  it  to  be  false  will  be  enor- 
mous." 

On  reaching  Miss  Foley's  establishment,  the  de- 
voted Letitia,  who  was  as  constant  in  her  attentions 
to  the  invalid  as  if  she  had  had  no  other  nurse,  took 
possession  of  her  sister,  who,  declining  any  refresh- 
ment, was  taken  upstairs  at  once. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  whispered  Letitia,  pausing  half- 
way, "  it  has  been  an  awful  time.  One  night  I 
thought  she  would  never  see  morning,  poor  dear. 
She  was  wandering;  and  all  her  talk  was  of  Mr. 
Leyton. 

" '  Don't  let  Jack    come   back,'   she  would    say. 
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'  He  is  better  away.  He  doesn't  know ;  and  lie  must 
never  know.'  And  then  she'd  think  she  was  in  Ger- 
many, and  talk  a  lot  I  couldn't  understand — German, 
I  suppose.  Now  she  is  more  herself.  She  said  one 
day — ■  "Wiry — why  did  you  bring  me  back  to  life  ? 
I  have  nothing  to  live  for — nothing.' " 

Then,  lowering  her  voice,  Letitia  continued — 
"It's  my  belief  they've  had  an  awful  quarrel.  I 
am  sure  he's  in  love  with  her,  if  she  is  not  in  love 
with  him.  He  did  go  on  at  sister  and  me  for  not 
sending  for  him  before.  Now,  you  stay  here  a 
minute  till  I  see  if  she  is  ready  to  see  you." 

The  tears  would  come  when  Mrs.  Keene  looked 
at  the  pale  face,  the  large  blue  eyes — larger  than 
they  ever  looked  before — that  sought  hers  with 
such  imploring  sadness.  The  slight  form  scarcely 
showed  beneath  the  bedclothes,  and  one  nearly 
transparent,  white  hand  lay  upon  the  counterpane. 
The  room  was  beautifully  neat,  and  a  vase  of 
flowers  stood  upon  the  chimney-piece.  A  stout, 
elderly,  sensible-looking  woman  sat  by  the  window, 
some  needlework  in  her  hands. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Keene  softly,  "I  am  thank- 
ful to  be  let  see  you  again." 
m  2 
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"  Oh,  I  have  wanted  you  so  much,"  murmured 
Myra,  making  a  feeble  effort  to  draw  her  down  and 
kiss  her.     "  You  will  stay  a  little  now  ? " 

"Aye,  that  I  will,"  taking  the  chair  brought  for- 
ward by  the  nurse  and  leaving  her  hand  in  the  weak 
grasp  of  both  Myra's. 

The  nurse  took  her  work  and  left  the  room. 
"But  I  have  been  to  see  you  more   than   once, 
my  dear." 

"  Have  you  ?    Yes — I  think  I  remember." 
"And  you   are   feeling   a  little    better — a    little 
stronger  ? " 

"  I  am."     A  deep  sigh.     "  I  shall  live  for  ever  so 
many  years  now." 
f  That's  right." 

"  No ;    it  isn't  right,   dear   Mrs.   Keene.     I  have 
nothing  to  live  for." 

"  Yes,  you   have — if  you   knew  but   all ;    and   I 
have  come  down  to  tell  you." 

"  Ah !  " — with   a   deep   sigh — "  I   know  all ;    and 
that  is  why  I  am  too  weary  to  care  for  life." 

"Just   see,  my  dearie,    what    good  kind    friends 
you  have.     There's  my  sister  regular  doting  on  you 
and  me,  and  Captain  Forrester,  and  that  good  Mr. 
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Leyton   come   back   all    the   way  from  Scotland    to 
watch  over  you " 

"  Hush  !  "  whispered  Myra,  and  turned  her  face 
away. 

"  Tell  me,  missie,  do  you  think  you  could  answer 
a  few  questions  if  I  ask  them  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  much  stronger." 

"  Well,  my  dear  young  lady,  would  you  mind  tell- 
ing me  what  it  was  Mrs.  Dallas  said  to  you — the 
day  you  went  to  see  her — that  upset  you  ? " 

"  No,  not  that,  anything  but  that,"  returned  Myra, 
her  pale  cheeks  flushing. 

"  If  I  tell  you  what  T  think  it  was,  will  you  say 
whether  I  am  right  or  wrong  ? " 

"  I  will ;   but  you  will  never  guess." 

"  I'll  try.  Did  she  tell  you  a  horrid  lie  about  your 
father  and  mother  not  being  properly  married  ? " 

"  She  told  me  that ;  but,  alas !  it  was  no  lie  ! " 
returned  Myra,  the  big  tears  rolling  down  her  white 
face. 

"  It  was  S "  cried  Mrs.  Keene  vehemently.  "  They 
were  not  rightly  married  at  the  first  going  off,  but 
afterwards  they  were  married  as  close  and  true  as 
the  queen  herself!     You  were  not  born  for  a  good 
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while  after !  It's  proved,  my  dear,  and  you  are  going 
to  get  a  large  fortune  because  your  parents  were 
married ! " 

"  Is  this  true  ?  Oh,  if  it  were !  But  I  dare  not 
believe  it.     It  is  too — too  good  to  be  true." 

'  "It  is  real  truth,  and  you'll  know  it  is  when  you 
are  able  to  get  up  and  hear  all  about  the  fortune 
that  is  coming  to  you.  Your  blessed  mother  was 
married  to  your  father  in  St.  Jude's  Church,  Kensing- 
ton, and  you  were  baptised  there  about  a  year  after ; 
and  when  you  are  able  to  get  up  and  travel,  you 
shall  come  there  with  me,  and  see  it  with  your  own 
eyes ! " 

"  I  shall  see  it  with  my  own  eyes  ?  you — you 
promise  me  this ! "  cried  Myra  with  such  a  lightening 
up  of  her  face,  such  a  sudden  strong  effort  to  sit  up, 
that  Mrs.  Keene  was  frightened  at  the  effect  of  her 
own  words. 

"  Oh !  missie,  dear,  do  lie  down  and  comfort  your 
heart !  You  can  look  the  world  in  the  face,  and  take 
your  stand  as  Miss  Dallas.     No  one  can  gainsay  it." 

Myra  sank  back  on  the  pillow,  and  covered  her 
eyes  with  her  hand ;  her  lips  moved  as  if  in  prayer, 
and  there  were  a  few  moments  of  profound  silence. 
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Then  she  raised  her  arms  inviting  an  embrace,  which 
was  most  cordially  bestowed. 

"  Who  told  yon  ? "  she  whispered,  still  clinging 
to  Mrs.  Keene's  neck. 

"  Mr.  Leyton." 

"  And  was  it  the  first  of  it  he  knew  ? " 

"  To  be  sure  it  was !  Do  you  think  he  would 
have  kept  such  news  to  himself  a  minute  longer 
than  he  could  help  ?  '\ 

Myra  smiled  and  bent  her  head.  She  did  not 
quite  take  in  Mrs.  Keene's  meaning ;  she  understood 
from  her  friend's  speech  that  Leyton  had  always 
thought  her  legitimate,  and  had  heard  of  the 
doubt,  the  solution,  and  the  strange  chance  of  her 
(Myra)  having  inherited  a  fortune,  at  the  same 
moment. 

"  Now,  missie,  my  dear,  you  must  have  some 
nourishment;  and  try  to  get  a  little  sleep,  for  I  am 
afraid  I  have  upset  you  with  all  this  talk." 

"  You  have  given  me  new  life,  dear  Mrs.  Keene  ! 
But  I  will  do  whatever  you  desire.  I  want  to  get 
well  quickly — very  quickly.  Tell  me,  when  did  you 
see  Mr.  Leyton?" 

"  This  morning,  just  before  I  came  up  to  you  !  " 
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"  What !   is  lie  here  ?  " 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure  he  is,  poor  dear  gentleman  !  He 
was  just  raging  with  us  all  for  not  letting  him  know 
sooner  how  ill  you  were." 

"  He  is  very  kind  and  good,"  murmured  Myra, 
and  closed  her  eyes. 

Mrs.  Keene  rang  for  the  nurse,  who  brought  the 
patient's  beef-tea.  Then  the  bearer  of  these  good 
tidings  of  great  joy  slipped  quietly  away,  nurse  took 
her  needlework,  and  Myra  closed  her  eyes,  and  gave 
herself  up  to  such  visions  of  coming  bliss  as  have 
rarely  chased  away  the  black  despondency  of  a 
despairing  heart. 

If  Leyton  loved  her,  as  he  said  he  did,  there  was 
no  obstacle  to  their  happiness.  If,  instead  of  being 
an  encumbrance  and  a  disgrace,  she  was  of  unstained 
birth,  and  sufficiently  provided  for — her  belief  in 
the  story  of  "  a  fortune  "  was  very  limited — what  joy 
to  share  Jack  Leyton's  life  and  be  more  a  help  than 
a  hindrance.  Should  she  see  him  soon  ?  and  read  in  his 
eyes  the  delicious  assurance  that  she  was  dear  to  him  ? 
To  Myra's  nature  love  was  a  positive  necessity ;  without 
it,  wealth  and  power  and  magnificence  would  have 
meant  starvation,  and  for  five  long  years  her  heart 
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had  been  dying  by  inches  !  God  was  too  good,  too 
bountiful  to  her  :  how  could  she  ever  show  sufficient 
gratitude  for  all  the  benefits  He  had  poured  upon 
her  ?  No  thought  of  herself — of  her  own  deserving, 
or  non-deserving,  crossed  her  mind ;  she  never  troubled 
about  herself.  So  she  passed  from  these  heavenly 
dreams  into  profound  and  balmy  sleep. 

The  old  doctor,  who  had  shown  deep  interest 
in  his  patient,  found  her  wonderfully  improved  next 
day. 

"Why,  young  lady,"  he  said,  when  he  had  felt 
her  pulse  and  looked  at  her  tongue,  "you've  been 
imbibing  some  elixir  of  life.  You  are  pounds  better 
this  morning." 

"  Yes !  "  she  returned  with  a  smile  so  sweet  and 
bright  that  the  doctor  remembered  it  for  many  a 
day.     "  I  have  had  such  good  news  ! " 

"  I  should  say  you  had.  Well,  Miss  Foley,"  to 
the  devoted  Letitia,  "  if  this  improvement  continues, 
she  may  get  up  and  lie  on  the  sofa  here  to-morrow, 
and  perhaps  be  carried  down  to  the  drawing-room  the 
day  after.  I  am  always  anxious  to  get  my  patients 
out  of  their  sick-room.  Good-morning,  my  dear 
Take  plenty  of  nourishment,  and  keep  very  quiet." 
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"  She  is  rallying  much  quicker  than  I  expected," 
he  continued  as  he  descended  the  stairs,  followed 
obsequiously  by  Letitia.  "  She  is  not  what  you  call 
robust,  but  she  has  a  capital  constitution.  Don't 
let  her  hear  any  bad  news  if  you  can  help  it ;  some 
nervous  shock  laid  her  low,  another  one  might  finish 
her !     I'll  be  here  about  10.30  to-morrow." 


CHAPTER    XXVIII. 

YES   OR   NO. 

When  at  last  the  doctor  informed  Leyton  that 
there  was  no  reason  why  he  should  not  see  and 
converse  with  Myra,  the  ardently-wished-for  per- 
mission caused  him  as  much  disturbance  as  plea- 
sure. How  would  she  receive  him  ?  How  would 
she  look  at  him  ?  He  fancied  he  should  be  able  to 
see  at  a  glance  whether  her  refusal  had  been 
prompted  by  a  too  sensitive  consciousness  of  her 
position  or  a  real  objection  to  become  his  wife.  In 
either  case  he  was  in  a  cleft  stick.  If  she  wished 
to  dismiss  him  finally,  he  could  hardly  act  as  her 
adviser — intercourse  with  her  would  be  too  painful. 
If  she  had  a  secret  liking  for  him,  he  must  hold 
back ;  he  must  not  entangle  her  in  an  engagement 
which  would  be  considered  detrimental  by  most 
sensible  people.  She  ought  to  have  time  to  realise 
her  own   position   and  judge   between  his  and    the 
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various  offers  which,  no  doubt,  would  be  made  to 
her.  But  above  all  these  considerations  towered 
the  engrossing  thought — "  To-morrow  I  shall  see  her  ; 
I  shall  look  into  her  eyes  and  hold  her  hand  in  mine." 

It  was  a  fine,  cloudless,  warm  day — but  warm 
with  a  dry,  healthy  heat — when  Leyton  was 
ushered  into  Myra's  presence.  She  was  almost  re- 
clining in  an  easy  chair,  and  wore  a  pretty  morn- 
ing-gown of  lilac  and  white;  a  lilac  ribbon  passed 
round  her  head  helped  to  keep  up  the  loose  mass 
of  her  hair,  which  he  was  thankful  to  see  had  been 
spared.  Her  eyes  looked  larger  than  formerly;  she 
seemed  transparently  pale  and  fair,  while  her  natu- 
rally slight  form  appeared  too  frail  to  be  touched. 
The  delicate  colour  rose  in  her  cheeks  as  she  held 
out  a  thin  hand  to  him  without  a  word.  He  too 
found  it  hard  to  speak  as  he  took  and  kissed  it 
reverently. 

"  I  hardly  hoped  to  find  you  so  well,"  he  said 
huskily.  "  I  trust  my  coming  will  not  be  too  much 
for  you?" 

"It  will  do  me  good,"  she  returned  in  a  low, 
weak  voice,  as  she  leant  back  languidly.  "  I 
wanted  so  much  to  see  you — to  thank  you." 
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She  smiled  kindly,  but  did  not  raise  ber  eyes. 

"  You  bave  nothing  to  thank  me  for,  Myra.     The 

good   fortune    which    has   come    to   you    has    come 

through  your  enemy,  or  lover — they  are  sometimes 

convertible     terms — Ashby.      He     discovered     some 

papers  which  proved  the  legality  of  your  father  and 

mother's  marriage.      There  had   been   some   doubts 

about  this,"    he  added    hurriedly,  anxious    to    spare 

her  pain  and  avoid  her  questions.     "  I  am  not  sure 

that  Ashby  had  your  welfare  at  heart  in  the  matter ; 

but,  at  all  events,  he  told  the  tale  to'  Forrester,  who 

made    all   necessary  inquiries,  the   upshot   of  which 

is  that  you  are  really  the  heir  of  old  George  Dallas, 

and  Forrester  will  have    to  hand   over   the    fortune 

to  you." 

"  What !  "    exclaimed  Myra,  "  and    that  beautiful 
place  ? " 

"  No  ;  not  Wickham  Hall — that's  his  own.     But 
he  must  refund  the  sums  he  has  spent  upon  it." 

"  Then  he  will  not  have  much  money  ?" 

"  If  you  insist  on  his  paying  back  the  money  he 
has  spent  he  will  be  beggared." 

"  Jack," — raising  herself  in  her   chair — "do   you 
think  I  would  do  this  ? " 
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"  Well,  no ;  but,  Myra,  you  must  do  nothing 
without  proper  legal  advice.  We  have  found  you 
a  most  respectable  adviser,  and,  as  soon  as  you  are 
able  to  see  him,  you  will  explain  your  wishes,  and 
things  can  be  formally  arranged." 
"  But  can't  you  advise  me  ?  " 
"Not  in  a  matter  of  this  kind.  Moreover,  you 
are,  or  must  be  made,  a  ward  in  Chancery,  and  can 
do  nothing  till  you  are  of  age." 

"  Until  I  am  twenty-one  ?  That  is  in  a  year. 
I  was  twenty  in  May  or  June — I  am  not  sure. 
Hedwig  always  gave  me  flowers  in  June ;  but  my 
father  said  I  was  born  in  May.  A  year  will  go 
quickly ;  then  I  will  not  take  all  this  money  from 
Captain  Forrester,  who  was  so  good  to  me  when  I 
had  nothing.  He  has  been  accustomed  to  riches 
and  needs  riches;  I  have  always  been  poor,  and  I 
do  not  want  this  kind  of  wealth.  Would  you  like 
me  to  rob  Captain  Forrester  of  everything?" 

"Well,  no,  Myra.  He  is  an  extremely  honour- 
able, straightforward  fellow;  but  you  must  do 
nothing  quixotic — nothing  .  without  the  lawyer's 
advice." 

"  Do  you  think  I  want  to   give  him  the  whole  ? 
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No,  indeed — only  part.  If  it  were  but  to  prove  my 
right,  about  which  I  am  very  jealous,  I  shall  keep 
some.  And,  oh,  how  wonderful  it  all  seems !  Are 
you  quite  well,  Jack  ?  You  look  pale,  and  your 
eyes  are  sad.  You  must  not  be  ill  as  I  was.  I 
nearly  died — I  knew  it.  I  could  not  move ;  but  I 
knew  they  were  all  crying  round  me." 

"  Hush ! "  exclaimed  Leyton  with  a  quick  ges- 
ture of  the  hand,  "  I  cannot  bear  it." 

"  Oh  !  but  /  was  glad.  I  thought  that  all  the 
pain  and  bitterness  was  nearly  over;  that  I  was 
going  where  there  was  what  I  never  could  find  on 
earth — a  place  for  me."  She  stopped ;  for  Leyton 
turned  away  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hand 
for  a  moment.  "  But " — with  a  change  of  voice — 
"  I  want  to  live  now ;  I  want  to  get  well  quickly — 
quickly ;  to  go  out  and  see  the  dear  sun — the  lovely, 
beautiful  earth." 

"  God  grant  you  many  bright,  happy  days ! "  said 
Leyton,  recovering  himself.  "  Now,  am  I  not  stay- 
ing too  long  ?  You  are  looking  flushed ;  your  eyes 
are  too  bright ;  I  am  tiring  you." 

"  Oh,  no,  no !  Jack,  dear  Jack,  /  have  something 
to   tell  you — something  to  show  you."     She  drew  a 
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letter  from  her  pocket,  and  gave  it  to  him,  adding, 
"  It  is  from  Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  What  has  she  to  say  for  herself  ? " 

"My  Dear  Myra,—  "  [he  began]. 

"  No,  no  !  do  not  read  it  aloud,"  she  exclaimed. 
Leyton  obeyed. 

"  I  address  you  [the  letter  proceeded]  in  consequence 
of  the  extraordinary  facts  which  have  just  come  to  light, 
and  fearing  that  the  inimical  feeling  which  (Heaven  only 
knows  why)  appears  to  have  developed  in  your  mind  to- 
wards my  son  and  myself  might  lead  you  to  misconstrue 
circumstances.  Having  had  so  much  to  distress  me  in  the 
sad  task  of  regulating  and  perusing  my  dear  husband's 
letters  and  papers,  I  naturally  postponed  the  examination 
of  your  father's,  partly  with  the  intention  of  consigning 
them  to  your  care  when  you  came  of  age.  Lionel,  however, 
thought  that  this  might  be  a  painful  ordeal  for  you,  and  at 
his  suggestion  I  permitted  him  to  look  through  them.  You 
will  by  this  time  have  heard  the  result.  With  the  best 
motive  he  carried  the  proofs  of  your  legitimacy  to  the  man 
who  has  usurped  your  place,  again  hoping  to  spare  you, 
while  he  made  some  terms  satisfactory  to  both  parties. 
He  has  had  his  reward  in  the  insults  heaped  upon  him, 
which  will,  no  doubt,  rebound  on  those  whose  incapacity  to 
understand  his  disinterestedness  prompted  their  conduct. 
I  now  write  to  say  that  a  small  sum  of  about  £3,000,  the 
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wreck  of  your  father's  capital,  naturally  fell  into  his  bro- 
ther's possession,  your  claim  not  being  supposed  to  exist. 
I  am  anxious  to  restore  this  sum  to  you,  and  beg  you  will 
give  me  instructions  whom  I  can  remit  it  to.  Had  I  had 
the  least  idea  of  the  real  state  of  affairs,  it  should  have 
been  yours  long  ago.  Looking  for  your  reply,  I  am,  yours 
faithfully, — Judith  Dallas." 

"  Good  heavens ! "  cried  Ley  ton  when  he  had 
finished  this  epistle.     "  That  woman  lies  like  truth." 

"  Then  you  do  not  believe  her  ? "  asked  Myra. 

"  Do  you  ? " 

"  Well,  no,  Jack,  I  cannot.  Yet  I  would  not  act 
harshly  towards  her.  You  know  she  was  kind  to 
me  when  I  was  staying  in  her  house  ;  and  in  trying 
to  marry  me  to  her  son,  she  did  not  think  or  know 
she  was  cruel,  so " 

"  My  dear  Myra !  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  w^ould 
let  her  keep  the  fruits  of  her  robbery  ?  She  robbed 
you  of  this  money,  and  only  offered  you  a  wTretched 
pittance  to  fence  her  own  baseness !  You  must  not 
be  weak.  You  may  be  very  sure  your  uncle — who 
ought  to  have  secured  you  by  will — left  some  injunc- 
tions as  to  providing  for  you.  No  !  in  this  matter 
you  must  be  guided  by  the  advice  of  your  solicitor." 

N 
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"Well,  Jack,  I  will  listen  to  what  you  and  he 
say." 

"  Thank  you,  Myra !  believe  me,  you  will  not 
regret  it.  Another  matter  must  be  attended  to  at 
once ;  we  must  find  a  suitable  residence  for  you  as 
soon  as  you  are  able  to  move.  I  daresay  you  would 
rather  stay  with  these  good  souls,  but  I  fear  it 
would  not  do." 

"  I  shall  do  as  you  advise,  Jack,"  she  murmured  ; 
she  was  growing  very  tired. 

"  I  see  you  are  done  up,  and  I  will  go.  I  must 
run  up  to  town  to-morrow,  both  on  your  account 
and  my  own." 

"  You  are  too  good  to  me,"  she  said  softly,  and 
half  put  out  her  hand,  but  was  drawing  it  back,  when 
Leyton  took  it  gently  and  held  it.  How  delightful 
it  was  to  feel  the  clasp  of  his ! 

"You  know  I  ask  nothing  better  than  to  serve 
you,"  he  returned  with  something  of  sad  composure 
in  his  voice.  "  I  shall  write  and  let  you  know  what 
we  are  doing  for  you,  as  I  shall  not  return  for  two  or 
three  days.  Now  I  must  not  stay  any  longer.  By- 
the-bye,  Forrester,  who  is  staying  down  here,  wishes 
to  see  you  as  soon  as  you  can  receive  him  \ " 


YES   OB  KO.  195 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him.  He  may  come  the 
day  after  to-morrow ;  if  I  feel  weaker  I  can  put 
him  off.  Let  him  come  about  three,  I  shall  have 
had  a  little  sleep  then." 

"  Very  well.  Good-bye,  then,  my  dear  ward ! 
You  must  look  on  me  still  as  your  guardian." 
He  kissed  the  hand  he  still  held. 

"  Come  back  soon  ! "  murmured  Myra,  the  tears 
gathering  in  her  eyes ;  she  would  have  kept  him 
if  she  could.  Why  was  he  so  gently  composed  ?  why 
had  he  so  changed  from  the  impassioned  lover  to 
the  quiet,  considerate  friend  ?  Did  he  think  she 
had  refused  to  be  his  wife  because  she  did  not  love 
him !  Was  true,  real  happiness  about  to  slip  from 
her  grasp,  and  leave  her  only  the  dust  and  ashes 
of  fortune  and  position  ? 

"  Dear,  dear  Miss  Myra !  this  will  never  do  ! " 
cried  Letitia  when  she  came  in  a  few  minutes  after ; 
"  you'll  make  yourself  ill  crying  like  that !  Why, 
whatever  can  a  nice  gentleman  like  Mr.  Leyton  have 
said  to  vex  you  ?  " 

"  Oh !  nothing,  nothing.     He  is  far  too  kind  and 
good  to  vex  me  ;   but  I  am  tired  and  upset,  though 
thankful,  too  ;  do  not  mind  me,  dear  friend." 
,v  2 
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"  Here,  let  me  bathe  your  head  with  a  little  eau- 
de-Cologne  and  water ;  there's  nothing  like  it  for 
the  headache,  and  then  you  shall  have  your  dinner — 
a  nice  roast  chicken.  I  have  made  the  bread  sauce 
myself ;  and  such  a  basket  of  strawberries  has  come 
from  Wickham  Hall  with  Captain  Forrester's  com- 
pliments. Now  don't  cry  any  more,  there's  a  dear." 
****** 

In  Myra's  weak  state  emotion  of  any  kind  was 
extremely  injurious,  and  the  doctor  was  quite  dis- 
appointed to  find  her  both  weaker  and  more  feverish 
after  Leyton's  visit.  Captain  Forrester  was  strictly 
forbidden  for  some  days,  until,  in  short,  the  patient 
had  again  rallied. 

Her  improvement  was  largely  assisted  by  letters 
from  Leyton,  who  also  sent  books  and  periodicals, 
from  which  Miss  Letitia  read  aloud  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  her  charge. 

At  length  a  time  was  appointed  for  the  inter- 
view with  Captain  Forrester.  Myra  was  anxious  to 
see  him,  and  eager  to  assure  him  that  she  was 
most  desirous  he  should  not  trouble  himself  about 
the  sums  he  had  already  disposed  of,  as  she  would 
never  claim  them. 
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Ley  ton  was  kept  in  town  rather  longer  than  he 
anticipated,  and  was  still  absent  when  Forrester 
presented  himself.  Myra  was  now  able  to  move 
about  the  room  without  assistance,  and  rose  to  re- 
ceive her  visitor. 

"Don't!  I  beg  you  won't!"  was  his  first  excla- 
mation as  he  entered — well  dressed,  well  groomed, 
fresh  and  sandy-coloured,  with  his  usual  air  of 
sharp  importance.  "  If  you  move  about,  you'll  just 
upset  yourself;  and  there  will  be  an  end  of  our 
talk." 

"  I  am  stronger  than  you  imagine,"  replied 
Myra  with  a  pleasant  smile,  and  giving  him  her 
hand. 

"  Deuced  good  teeth  ! "  was  his  mental  comment. 
His  observation  was  on  the  qui  vive,  as  if  he  were 
buying  a  horse,  in  view  of  his  intended  proposal. 
"Glad  to  hear  it,  I'm  sure.  You've  been  pretty 
bad,  I  believe  ?  I  can  tell  you  I've  been  quite  un- 
easy about  you,  though  you  are  going  to  do  me 
out  of  a  fortune,"  said  Forrester. 

"  Oh,  no — not  the  whole  of  it,"  cried  Myra, 
colouring  vividly.  "  I  am  quite  glad  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  speaking   to   you   about  it.     You   do 
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not  suppose  I  could  forget  your  kindness,  your 
generosity  to  me  ?  I  should  like  to  keep  some  of 
the  fortune,  for  it  is  very  nice  to  have  money." 

"  I  believe  you,"  heartily.  "  It's  the  devil  to  be 
without  it.  Now,  if  this  is  your  view  of  the 
matter,  why,  things  will  arrange  themselves.  How- 
ever, I  did  not  come  here  to  talk  of  business  to 
you;  that  would  be  mean  on  my  part — you'd  give 
in  too  much.  No ;  we'll  let  the  lawyers  fight  it 
out.  Tell  me,  what  are  you  going  to  do  when  you 
are  able  to  leave  this  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know.  Mr.  Leyton  was  to  consult 
with  the  lawyer  about  finding  a  home  for  me." 

"  Leyton,  eh  ?  I  wish  you  would  leave  it  to 
me." 

"  Thank  you,  very  much  ;  but,  you  see,  I  have 
known  Jack  Leyton  since  I  was  a  little  girl." 

"  Ay,  he  has  the  pull  there,"  said  Forrester,  as 
if  to  himself.  "  Well,  we  must  find  you  a  nice 
place — nothing  ordinary.  I'll  talk  to  a  cousin  of 
mine — Lady  Mary  de  Vesci.  She  is  a  tremendous 
card  about  schools  and  missionaries  and  distressed 
gentlewomen  —  double  X  as  to  respectability  and 
that  sort  of  thing.      Then  you   must  look  out   for 
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the  fortune-hunters.  They'll  be  after  you  like  a 
flock  of  vultures,  by  Jove  !  Oh,  you  need  not  be 
frightened" — laughing  at  the  startled  look  which 
came  into  Myra's  eyes — "you  hold  on  to  me,  and 
I'll  see  you  through." 

There  was  a  pause.  Myra  leaned  back  with  an 
air  of  graceful  languor,  one  white,  delicate  hand 
resting  on  the  arm  of  her  chair.  Forrester's  keen 
light  eyes  dwelt  on  her  with  much  satisfaction. 

"  Nice  compact  figure  —  looks  like  a  gentle- 
woman into  the  bargain.     I  might  do  worse." 

With  all  his  faith  in  himself  Forrester  grew 
nervous. 

"  It  will  be  deuced  annoying  if  she  sheds  tears  of 
joy  when  I  ask  her;  and  one  can  see  she's  weak. 
1  can't  do  the  sentimental  lover,  and  make  an  ass 
of  myself."  He  rose,  and  looked  at  one  or  two  of 
Myra's  drawings  which  were  on  the  wall  near  the 
mantelpiece.  "I  think  I  can  see  away  out  of  this 
difficulty  about  a  residence.  Suppose  you  come 
and  live  at  Wickham  Hall— eh  ? " 

"  At  your  house ! "  cried  Myra,  greatly  as- 
tonished. "  Why,  what  would  your  double  X  re- 
spectable cousin  say  to  that  ? " 
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"  Well  caught !  She  could  have  nothing  to  say 
against  it.  I  ask  you  to  come  as  mistress  of  the 
house — as  my  wife.  Now,  there — there's  no  mistake 
about  it.  You  see,  it  would  save  all  bother  and  in- 
justice. Then  we'd  share  the  fortune — you  should 
have  a  right  good  settlement,  and  we'd  live  happy 
ever  after.     What  do  you  say?" 

This  amazing  speech  made  Myra  literally  and 
metaphysically  "  sit  up."  She  grasped  an  arm  of 
her  chair  in  each  hand,  and  an  amused  look  made 
her  eyes  sparkle. 

"  What ! "  she  exclaimed,  "is  it  so  hard  to  part 
with  the  fortune  that  you  would  even  marry  me 
rather  than  give  it  up  ? " 

"  Yes,  it  is  an  awful  wrench ;  but  don't  you 
imagine  I  should  have  any  objection  whatever  to 
marry  you.  You  are  a  nice,  sensible  girl,  and  I 
don't  believe  you'd  bother  me  a  bit.  The  generality 
of  women  are  awful  bores;  but  I  always  liked  you, 
you  know.  Though  you  are  soft  as  lamb's  wool,  I 
think  you're  a  plucky  one.  It's  the  very  best  way 
out  of  the  hole ;  and  we  might  be  uncommonly 
jolly  together.     What  do  you  think — eh?" 

"  And  you  rather  liked  me  always  ?  "  asked  Myra. 
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"  Yes,  I  did.  I  took  more  notice  of  you  than  I 
did  of  the  generality  of  women — I  am  not  a  lady's 
man,  you  know." 

"I  should  think  not.  Tell  me,  would  your 
liking  have  been  strong  enough  to  make  you  wish 
to  many  me  had  I  not  turned  out  an  heiress  ? " 

"  Well,  no — of  course  not.  I  should  never  have 
thought  of  it — it  wouldn't  have  done.  Unpleasant 
for  the  woman,  too,  in  the  unequal  matches." 

"Then,  Captain  Forrester,  you  are  by  your  own 
showing  one  of  the  flock  of  vultures,  the  fortune- 
hunters,  against  whom  you  warned  me  !  " 

"  Deuced  sharp  of  you !  But  I  rather  like  it,  I 
am  sharp  myself.  Come,  now !  Let  us  come  to 
the  point ;  is  it '  Yes '  or  '  No  ? ' " 

"  No !  Captain  Forrester,"  with  a  pretty  smile 
and  shake  of  the  head. 

"  No  ! "  he  repeated  in  incredulous  astonishment. 
"  Well,  I  must  say  I  think  you  are  hasty  and  ill- 
judged.  Take  a  day  or  two  to  think  over  it.  Just 
see  how  it  would  simplify  matters ;  and  I'm  not  a 
bad  fellow,  I  can  assure  you.  Wardlaw  and  Leyton 
would  tell  you  the  same.  You  should  have  your 
own    way    in    your    own    department.       Then    the 
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family  diamonds  ain't  bad,  and  we'd  have  'em  reset, 
so " 

"  Captain  Forrester,"  interrupted  Myra,  now  ab- 
solutely laughing,  "  I  don't  want  to  marry  a  necklace 
and  a  pair  of  ear-rings !  You  mean  well  and  kindly, 
but  I  never  could  marry  anyone  I  didn't  love,  and  I 
do  not  think  I  could  love  you,  though,  no  doubt, 
there  are  many  who  might." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  that ! "  said  Forrester,  much 
perplexed.  "  But  you  are  the  one  I  want.  I  should 
get  awfully  fond  of  you,  I  am  sure  I  should;  and 
it  would  be  such  a  good  arrangement." 

"  No  doubt  it  would ;  but  as  it  is  one  which 
would  not  make  me  happy,  why — pray  put  it  out 
of  your  head,  Captain  Forrester." 

"  By  Jove !  it's  very  annoying  that  you  will  not 
see  things  in  the  same  light  I  do.  Do  not  be  ob- 
stinate, it's  an  awful  fault  in  a  woman,  and  they 
almost  all  have  it.  I  will  not  consider  your  decision 
final ;  take  a  day  or  two  to  think  of  it.  Ask  Leyton's 
advice,  I  am  sure  he  will  advise  you  well." 

"  And  what  a  pity,  Captain  Forrester,  you  do 
not  see  things  in  the  same  light  I  do.  I  shall  not 
change  my  mind  in  a  day  nor  in  a  year." 
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"  It's  most  astonishing  ! "  exclaimed  Forrester  in 
frank  surprise.  "Well,  I'm  awfully  sorry.  I  like 
the  money  and  I  like  you.  I  don't  want  to  rob 
you,  and  I  can't  bear  refunding  what  I  have  taken, 
so " 

"  Dear  Captain  Forrester ! "  cried  Myra  eagerly, 
"  do  you  think  I  should  be  so  mean  and  ungrateful 
as  to  be  persuaded  to  ask  for  anything  you  have 
taken,  believing  it  to  be  your  own  ;  no  one  shall 
induce  me  to  do  that.  For  the  rest,  we  can  divide 
it,  somehow,  as  equitably  as  possible." 

"  I  think  you  are  a  regular  brick  ! "  said  Forrester, 
much  relieved. 

"And,  Captain  Forrester,  do  not  be  angry  with 
me.  I  should  be  so  pleased  if  you  will  keep  friends 
with  me.  I  do  like  you,  and  you  are  such  an  un- 
usual character ! " 

"Who?  Me?  Now  that's  a  little  too  strong. 
Yes  !  of  course  we'll  be  friends  ;  and,  look  here  !  It 
has  just  struck  me ;  perhaps  you're  fond  of  some 
other  fellow,  some  poor  devil  of  a  teacher  without 
a  sixpence.  What  a  lucky  beggar  he'll  be  if  you 
stick  to  him  !  " 

"  Yes ! "  returned  Myra  with  laughing  eyes  and  a 
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lovely  blush.  "  He  is  a  teacher,  and  I  intend  to 
stick  to  him  if  he  sticks  to  me." 

"Why,  of  course  he  will  now." 

"I  am  not  so  sure!  he  seems  a  little  un- 
certain." 

"  What  an  ass  !  You  chuck  him  if  he  is  inclined 
to  play  fast  and  loose." 

"  Oh  !    I  shall  not  force  him  to  marry  me." 

"  Yes !  you  chuck  him  and  take  me ! "  Myra 
laughed  and  then  suddenly  grew  grave.  Was  she 
not  drawing  down  retribution  on  herself  by  thus 
playing  on  words  while  she  was  by  no  means  sure 
that  Leyton  was  quite  of  the  same  mind  as  when 
he  asked  her  to  be  his  wife  ?  She  grew  pale,  too, 
which,  for  a  wonder,  Forrester  noticed. 

"You  must  be  pretty  well  done,"  he  exclaimed, 
"so  I'll  go.  I've  told  them  to  send  over  straw- 
berries and  flowers  and  things,  and  there's  a  nice 
light,  open  carriage  in  the  coach-house ;  you  shall 
have  it  every  day,  you  must  begin  to  go  out  now." 

"  Thank  you  very,  very  much  !  " 

"All  right;   let  me  know  when  you  want  it." 

"The  doctor  said  I  might  go  out  to-morrow  for 
a  little  while." 
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'•  Very  Avell,  you  shall  have  it  to-morrow  at  two ! " 

"  That  is  the  right  time." 

"  Good-bye  for  the  present.  If  you  should  change 
your  mind,"  shaking  hands  effusively,  "just  send 
me  a  line.     I'll  come  directly." 

Myra's  first  impulse  when  she  was  alone  was  to 
laugh  heartily  at  the  very  prosaic  proposal  she  had 
rejected,  but  the  laugh  soon  died  away.  There  was 
something  ominous  in  the  change  of  manner  so 
evident  in  Jack  Leyton.  He  was  most  kind,  most 
devoted  to  her  interests,  but  terribly  composed  and 
guarded.  Had  anything  occurred  to  turn  his  affec- 
tion— the  affection  he  had  so  strongly  expressed — 
into  indifference  ?  If  so,  what  was  fortune,  health, 
success  to  her  ?  Nothing,  and  less  than  nothing, 
without  Leyton's  love.  But  Jack  was  not  variable, 
and  she  quickly  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
change  was  wrought  by  her  sudden  accession  of 
fortune.  He  was  poor  and  proud  ;  and  he  hesitated 
to  renew  the  offer  which  he  pressed  upon  her  when 
she  had  little  and  he  was  the  better  off  of  the  two. 
This  scruple,  far-fetched  and  foolish  as  it  seemed 
to  her,  might  destroy  the  joy  of  her  life.  Yet  how 
could  she  surmount  it  ?    Must  she  see  the  hope  which 
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alone  could  beautify  her  existence  fading  away  with- 
out an  effort  to  realise  it  ?  She  could  but  wait 
and  pray  ! 

Forrester  was  as  good  as  his  word.  The  car- 
riage appeared  next  day,  and  each  day  after,  to 
Miss  Letitia's  satisfaction  and  glorification ;  then  a 
note  reached  Myra  from  its  owner,  stating  that 
the  writer  was  going  up  to  town,  and  giving  his 
address  in  case  she  should  want  to  write. 

Still  Leyton  prolonged  his  absence  ;  but  he  wrote 
frequently,  and  had  at  last,  he  said,  seen  a  lady  in 
whose  house  he  thought  Myra  might  be  happy  and 
comfortable.  "I  shall  come  down  on  Thursday, 
however,  and  tell  you  all  about  it.  So  glad  to  find 
you  are  nearly  yourself  again." 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

BEHIND   THE   CLOUD   THE   SUN   STILL   SHINES. 

Though  Myra  was  rapidly  gaining  strength,  and 
was  beginning  to  lose  the  alarmingly  fragile  look 
which  had  so  much  alarmed  Leyton,  she  was  still 
weak  enough  to  be  unhinged  by  the  mingled  fear 
and  joy  with  which  she  anticipated  a  visit  from 
him. 

She  did  not  think  it  likely  he  could  arrive 
before  three  or  four  o'clock,  and  had  countermanded 
the  carriage  in  order  to  be  at  home  at  that  hour. 

How  anxiously  she  had  looked  in  the  glass,  and 
observed  with  pleasure  that  her  cheeks  were  less 
hollow ;  that  her  eyes  had  the  deeper  colour  of  re- 
newed health.  Above  all,  she  thanked  heaven  that 
her  hair  had  been  spared. 

She  was  now  able  to  read  for  herself,  and,  after 
her  eleven  o'clock  cup  of  milk  and  biscuit,  lay  down 
on  the  sofa  and  tried  to  compose  herself  to  attend 
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to  her  book,  when,  to  her  surprise,  the  ancient 
Keziah  opened  the  door  and  said — 

"  Mr.  Leyton,  miss.  He's  waiting  downstairs 
and  wants  to  know  if  he  may  come  up." 

"Oh,  yes — of  course,"  cried  Myra  starting  up, 
and  hardly  able  to  see  from  the  wild  beating  of 
her  heart. 

The  next  moment  her  hand  was  in  his. 

He  was  looking  darker  and  more  worn  than 
when  she  saw  him  last ;  and  though  his  eyes  lit 
up  at  the  sight  of  her,  there  was  a  gloomy  expres- 
sion in  them. 

"I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  much  more  like  your 
old  self,  Myra,"  he  said,  gazing  into  her  eyes  for  a 
moment  while  he  held  her  hand.  "  You  have  got 
on  splendidly  during  my  absence." 

"  Then  you  stayed  away  a  long  time,"  she  re- 
turned, drawing  a  deep  breath. 

"  I  had  plenty  to  do,  I  assure  you ;  and  I 
have  heaps  of  news,  which  ought  to  make  me  wel- 
come." 

Myra  smiled  a  caressing  smile. 

"  I  am  pleased  with  the  solicitor  Forrester's  men 
recommended,  and  the  sooner  you  can  see  him  and 
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hear  his  propositions  the  better.  I  think  you  might 
travel  to  town  next  week.  Then  I  fancy  we  have 
found  a  suitable  abode  for  you,  with  a  lady — really 
a  lady — who  has  a  pretty  little  house  near  Regent's 
Park.  She  is  the  widow  of  a  clergyman,  and  has 
two  daughters — young  things  who  are  being  edu- 
cated. She  will  come  down  to  be  interviewed  by 
you  on  Saturday,  I  believe." 

"  Thank  you,  Jack.  What  trouble  you  have 
taken  for  me  !  " 

"It  is  no  trouble,  as  you  very  well  know ;  and, 
Myra,  I  have  had  a  long  talk  with  the  rejected 
one.  Forrester  has  been  telling  me  his  tale  of 
woe." 

"  Has  he  ?  Oh !  I  wish  you  could  have  over- 
heard his  address,  or  addresses.  You  cannot 
imagine  anything  so  funny.  He  was  so  amazed  at 
my  want  of  taste  and  judgment." 

"  He  is  a  curious  fellow,  but  not  half  bad." 

"  No ;  by  no  means.  He  is  really  very  good  to 
me,  and  likes  me  in  his  way.  Remember,  Jack, 
no  one  shall  persuade  me  to  take  back  that  money 
he  spent." 

"  No,  I  don't  think  anyone  will ;  but,  by  Jove, 
o 
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we'll  have  those  thousands  out  of  Mrs.  Dallas.  If 
ever  there  was  a  schemer,  it's  that  woman.  By  the 
way,  I  have  a  long  complaint  of  her  here  from  Lady 
Shirland" — taking  a  letter  from  his  breast  pocket. 
"  She  says," — looking  through  and  turning  over  a 
page — "  ay,  here  it  is  : — 

"  *  I  have  had  a  wretched  time  since  I  came  down 
here.  First  the  weather  was  bad ;  then  Mrs.  Dallas 
arrived,  and  brought  neither  sunshine  nor  calm 
with  her.  She  was  quite  full  of  this  strange  story 
about  poor  Captain  Forrester's  loss  of  fortune,  and 
wore  me  out  with  explanations  of  how  the  certifi- 
cates were  found,  and  how  high  and  noble  her  son's 
motives  were  in  taking  them  to  Forrester,  until  I 
quite  made  up  my  mind  that  she  knew  all  about 
the  whole  thing  from  the  time  she  invited  poor 
Miss  Dallas  to  be  her  child  by  adoption  and  grace 
— adoption  and  caste  would  be  nearer  the  mark. 
She  is  an  intrigante  of  the  first  water,  and  I  am 
amazed  how  Dorothea  could  ever  have  been  im- 
posed upon  by  her.' 

"Lady  Shirland  never  was  taken  in  in  her  life, 
you  will  observe,"  interposed  Leyton. 

"  *  As   to   Dorothea,   she    has   nearly   driven    me 
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wild.  Nothing  would  do  but  to  have  that  hand- 
some young  darkie,  Ashby,  down  here.  He  came 
very  quickly,  and  then  the  nonsense  she  went  on 
with  made  me  quite  ilL  You  know  I  am  very 
patient,  but  I  did  lose  my  temper  at  last,  and  said 
a  few  sharp  things.  Then,  if  you  please,  there  were 
hysterics,  and  fainting s,  and  nerves,  and  heaven 
knows  what.  Finally,  she  threw  herself  into  that 
woman  Dallas's  arms,  and  begged  to  be  rescued 
from  the  tyranny  of  that  cruel  stepmother.  What 
do  you  think  of  that?  And  two  days  after  the 
precious  trio  set  out  for  Homburg.  An  hour  before 
they  started  she  and  Ashby  presented  themselves, 
and  informed  me  they  were  engaged,  and  would  be 
married  in  about  two  months,  on  their  return  from 
Homburg.  All  I  can  say  is,  "  I  don't  care."  On 
the  whole,  I  am  sorry  for  Ashby.  He  little  knows 
what  he  is  bringing  on  himself.  Society  need  not 
blame  me — I  have  done  my  duty.  As  for  me, 
I  am  utterly  worn  out.  As  soon  as  I  am  a  little 
calmer  I  shall  come  up  to  town  on  my  way  some- 
where. Be  sure  you  call,  my  dear  boy.  I  want  to 
hear     all     about    you      and     your     affairs.       They 

ought ' " 

o  2 
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Here  Leyton  broke  off  abruptly. 

"There  is  nothing  more  worth  reading,"  he 
said.  "You  see,  Mrs.  Dallas  has  settled  her 
beloved  son  at  last.  It  was  a  grand  winding- 
up." 

"Oh,  Jack,  I  am  sorry  for  poor  Miss  Browne. 
I  am  very  much  afraid  Lionel  will  be  unkind  and 
cruel.  There  is  something  in  Lionel  I  always  shrink 
from." 

"I  do  not  think  you  need  fear  for  the  lovely 
Dorothea — she  is  deuced  shrewd.  She'll  have  her 
money  tied  up,  youll  see  ;  and  then  she'll  have  the 
whip-hand  of  that  romantic  youth,  her  fianct" 

"  I  hope  so,  I'm  sure." 

There  was  a  pause,  broken  by  Leyton. 

"  And  you  feel  almost  yourself  again  ? "  he  said, 
looking  at  her  with  the  pained,  yearning  expression 
in  his  eyes  which  stirred  her  heart  whenever  she 
observed  it. 

"  Nearly — not  quite.  I  get  dreadfully  tired  to- 
wards the  end  of  the  day,  and  I  am  stupidly  ner- 
vous. The  idea  of  meeting  this  lady  who  is  coming 
to  see  me  on  Saturday  makes  my  heart  beat.  Can 
you  stay  to  be  with  me  ? " 
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"  I  am  afraid  I  cannot ;  indeed,  it  would  be 
better  to  have  a  tete-a-tete — you  would  understand 
each  other  better  unhampered  by  the  presence  of  a 
third  person,  who  is  proverbially  in  the  way." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  reluctantly. 

"  I  was  annoyed  with  Forrester,"  resumed  Ley- 
ton,  "  for  worrying  you  when  you  were  not  equal 
to  the  agitation." 

"  He  did  not  agitate  me  a  bit.  I  do  not  care 
for  him,  and  he  does  not  care  for  me.  It  was 
simply  a  discussion  of  ways  and  means.  It  amused 
me.  But  he  has  been  very  nice.  I  do  hope  we 
may  keep  friends." 

"There  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not." 

Another  pause. 

"  Are  you  working  now,  Jack  ? "  asked  Myra, 
timidly. 

She  was  beginning  to  feel  ill  at  ease  with  him 
because  of  a  certain  constraint  in  his  manner. 

"No;  I  don't  seem  to  have  any  power  of  work 
— any  ideas  left  in  me.  And  you  ?  I  suppose  our 
Paris  scheme  will  fall  through  now.  The  heiress 
of  old  George  Dallas  need  not  daub  her  pretty 
fingers  with  paint." 


214  THE  SNARE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

"  If  I  do  not  work,  Jack,  what  am  I  to  do  ? 
You  forget  that  I  have  few  friends  and  no  kindred. 
I  am  alone — I  must  make  some  plan  of  life  for 
myself." 

"My  dear  Myra,  friends  will  flock  round  you 
now  by  the  hundred." 

Myra  only  shook  her  head. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  must  leave  you  for  the  present," 
resumed  Leyton.  "  I  have  a  commission  from  For- 
rester to  see  to  the  rearrangement  of  some  pic- 
tures, and  as  I  must  return  to  town  to-morrow " 

"  Oh,  no,  no  ! "  interrupted  Myra,  growing  very 
white  and  clasping  her  hands,  "not  so  soon.  I 
have  so  much  to  say  to  you,  I " 

Leyton  rose  from  his  chair  and  went  across  to 
the  window  before  he  spoke,  then  he  said  rather 
coldly — 

"  Of  course  I  shall  stay  if  3^011  want  me." 

"  I  have  so  wished  to  ask  you  one  question. 
You  will  answer  truly,  I  know ;  you  are  always 
true." 

".  What  is  it  ? "  said  Leyton,  looking  a  little  sur- 
prised. 

"  When — when  you  asked  me  to  be  your  wife  ? 
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— the  colour  rose  quickly  in  her  cheek — "  did  you 
know  all  -about  me  ?  I  don't  mean  this  latter 
prosperous  part  of  my  story,  but  the  old,  un- 
happy time,  when  no  one  thought  I  had  a  right 
to  any — name." 

"  Don't  distress  yourself,"  replied  Leyton,  in  a 
low  tone.  "I  knew  it  all,  Myra,  but,  of  course,  it 
did  not  affect  me." 

"  It  affected  me  very  much,"  said  Myra,  her 
fringed  lids  drooping  over  her  eyes.  "  Mrs.  Dallas 
said  that  no  gentleman  would  think  of  marrying 
so  unfortunate  a  creature  as  I  was.  I  thought  you 
did  not  know — that  you  asked  me  in  ignorance ; 
and  that  was  the  reason  I  said  '  No,'  Jack." 

Leyton  was  silent  for  an  instant ;  then  he  took 
her  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"  I  understand  your  intention,  dear,"  he  said 
"  but  you  made  me  very  miserable.  You  are  so 
good  and  tender" — here  he  let  her  hand  go — 
"  that  you  might  have  mistaken  gratitude  for  the 
little  help  I  have  been  able  to  give  you  for  the 
love  of  which  you  know  perhaps  nothing.  Now 
things  are  so  greatly  changed  that  I  should  not 
act   like   a   man   of  honour   were   I    to  ask  you    to 
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engage  yourself  to  an  unlucky  devil  of  an  artist 
— a  man  who  has  throAvn  awa}^  his  life  and  his 
chances  so  far.  You  are  young — even  younger 
than  your  years ;  you  have  seen  nothing  of  the 
world  ;  you  have  scarcely  spoken  to  a  man  except 
Ashby  and  myself.  You  ought  to  see  what  others 
are  like.  When  you  mix  in  society  you  will  find 
a  dozen  suitors — among  them,  no  doubt,  a  good 
fellow  or  two  who  might  love  you  as  you  deserve 
to  be  loved.  Do  not  tempt  me  to  be  false  to  the 
trust  you  put  in  me,  Myra." 

"No  matter  who  may  love  me  in  future,"  mur- 
mured Myra,  who  had  risen  and  stood  leaning 
one  hand  and  her  head  against  the  high  mantel- 
shelf, "you  are  the  one  that  would  have  taken 
me   from    my    low  estate — who    would    have    given 

me    your     name    and    your    life,    and "       She 

stopped. 

"  And  who  would  have  been  most  richly  re- 
warded had  you  but  consented,"  said  Leyton 
almost  in  a  whisper. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Jack,"  she  returned,  clasping 
her  hands  and  letting  them  drop  in  front  of  her, 
"it  may  sound  very  bold,  but  I  must  say  it.      You 
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may  be  as  long  as  you  like  making  up  your  mind 
about  what  is  right  or  wrong ;  you  may  show  me 
all  the  elegant  young  or  old  men  in  London,  but 
I  never  will  marry  anyone  but  you,  Jack.  I  could 
not  bear  it." 

"What!"  cried  Leyton,  his  eyes  aglow  with  de- 
light and  exultation  ;  "  do  you  care  for  me  so  much  ? 
Do  you  mean  all  you  say  ? " 

"  Are  you  not  linked  with  all  I  loved  in  the 
past  ?  Have  you  not  been  the  one — the  only  one 
— who  felt  for  me  and  would  have  sheltered  me 
in  the  present  ? " 

She  stretched  out  her  hands  to  him  with  infi- 
nite tenderness  and  grace,  her  blue  eyes  full  of 
tears. 

"  This  is  more  than  a  stoic  could  stand,"  cried 
Leyton.  "Away  with  every  consideration  but  the 
heaven  you  offer ! "  He  drew  her  to  him  in  a 
close  embrace,  kissing  her  brow,  her  eyes,  her 
sweet,  tremulous  lips,  where  his  own  clung  fondly 
till  she  drew  back,  startled  by  the  passion  she  had 
evoked. 

"  My  darling,  you  are  trembling ;  you  can  hardly 
stand      I  ought  not  to  have  lost   the   reins  of  my 
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self-control.  But  you  are  my  own ;  nothing  can 
part  us  now.  You  have  given  yourself  to  me 
freely." 

"  If  you  will  have  me,"  returned  Myra ;  and 
hiding  her  face  against  his  shoulder,  a  burst  of 
tears  relieved  her. 

What  a  delicious  discussion  ensued  !  What  they 
should  do ;  what  they  should  say ;  how  they  should 
date  their  engagement  from  Leyton's  first  proposal, 
now  nearly  two  months  ago;  how  they  should 
hurry  up  the  lawyers,  and  (this  urged  by  Leyton) 
marry  as  soon  as  possible  ;  that  Myra  should  have 
a  home  of  her  own  to  go  to,  where  (suggested  by 
her)  they  would  have  the  loveliest  of  studios,  and 
work  with  infinite  diligence,  etc.  etc. 

*•■#'*■'*■•'■*.* 

The  most  unimaginative  reader  can  foresee  the 
rest:  how  matters  were  happily  arranged  between 
Forrester  and  Myra — easily  done  when  one  party 
was  just  and  the  other  generous ;  how  Lady  Shir- 
land  insisted  on  Myra's  wedding  taking  place  at  her 
house ;  how  Forrester  gave  the  bride  away,  and 
remained  her  fast  friend  ever  after ;  how  Doro- 
thea   married    Lionel   and  kept     his    nose    to    the 
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grindstone ;  and  how  Mrs.  Dallas  was  so  impoverished 
by  her  restoration  of  Myra's  poor  little  portion 
that  she  was  obliged  to  live  in  a  pretty  apart- 
ment near  the  Arc  de  Triomphe  and  give  musical 
afternoons  instead  of  dinners,  where,  nevertheless, 
people  were  very  glad  to  go,  as  everyone  met  everyone 
they  wished  to  know;  how  Mrs.  Keene  flourished 
and  often  visited  her  dear  "missie,"  and  the  excel- 
lent Foleys  kept  on  the  even  tenor  of  their  course ; 
how,  in  short,  everything  was  wound  up  according 
to  the  laws  of  that  high  court  of  poetical  justice 
which  governs  the  ending  of  books  rather  than  by 
the  grim  regulations  of  reality. 

Yet  who  that  has  travelled  much  and  far  on 
the  dusty,  thorny  ways  of  life  can  doubt  that 
among  the  struggling  mass  of  competitive  hu- 
manity there  are  good  hearts  and  true  to  leaven 
the  whole  lump — souls  that  rise  above  selfishness ; 
and  strong,  tender  beings  who  will  bare  their 
backs  to  the  lash  if  thereby  they  can  save  the 
weaker  ones  they  love  ?  "  Of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven." 

THE    END. 
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Original  Illustrations.    Original  Edition.    Cloth,  £21 ;  half-morocco, 

£31  10s.  ;  morocco  gilt,  £52  10s.   The  Popular  Edition  is  published  in 

Five  Vols.,  18s.  each. 
Picturesque  Mediterranean, The.  With  Magnificent  Original  Illustrations 

by  the  leading  Artists  of  the  Day.  Complei  e  in  Two  Vols.  £2  2s.  each. 
Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.  By  Lewis  Wright.  Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 
Pigeons,  The  Book  of.     By  Robert  Fulton.     Edited  and  Arranged  by 

L.  Wright.  With  qo  Coloured  Plates,  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 
Pity  and  of  Death,  The  Book  of.     By  Pierre  Loti.     Translated  by 

T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.     5s. 
Playthings  and  Parodies.     Short  Stories  by  Barry  Pain.     5s. 
Poems,  Aubrey  de  Vere's.   A  Selection.  'Edited  by  J.  Dennis.   3s.  6d. 
Poets,  Cassell's  Miniature  Library  of  the.     Price  is.  each  Vol 
Police  Code,  and  Manual  of  the  Criminal  Law.     By  C.  E.  Howard 

Vincent,  M.P.    2s. 


Selections  from  Cassell  %  Company's 


Publications. 


Portrait  Gallery,  The  Cabinet.  First,  Second,  and  Third  Series,  each  con- 
taining 36  Cabinet  Photographs  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women.  With 
Biographical  Sketches.     15s.  each. 

Poultry  Keeper,  The  Practical.      By  L.  Wright.     Illustrated.    3s.  od. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.    Poptdar Edition.    10s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty 
Coloured  Plates.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Cloth,  31s.  6d. 

Queen  Summer  ;  or,  The  Tourney  of  the  Lily  and  the  Rose.  With  Forty 
Pages  of  Designs  in  Colours  by  Walter  Crane.     6s. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.  By  Robert  Wilson.  Com- 
plete in  Two  Vols.     With  numerous  Illustrations,     gs.  each. 

Rabbit-Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Raffles  Haw,  The  Doings  of.     By  A.  Conan  Doyle.     5s. 

Railway  Guides,  Official  Illustrated.  With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c. 
Price  is.  each  ;  or  in  cloth,  2s.  each. 

Great  Eastern  Railway. 

Great  Northern  Railway. 

London,    Brighton    and    South 
Coast  Railway. 

London     and     North-Western 
Railway. 

Railway  Library,  Cassell's.    Crown  8 vo,  boards,  2s.  each. 


Great  Western  Railway. 
London     and     South-Western 

Railway. 
Midland  Railway. 
South-Eastern  Railway. 


METZEROTT,  SHOEMAKER.    By  KATH- 
ARINE P.  Wood?. 
David  Todd.    By  David  Maclure. 

THE  ASTONISHING  HISTORY  OF  TROY 

Town.    By  Q. 

THE  ADMIRABLE  LADY  BIDDY  FANE. 
By  FRANK  BARRETT. 

Commodore  Junk.  By  G.  Manville 
Fenn. 

St.  cuthbert's  Tower.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden. 

The  man  with  a  Thumb.  By  Bar- 
clay North. 

By  right  not  Law.  By  R. 
Shfrard. 

Within  Sound  of  the  Weir.  By 
Thomas  St.  E.  Hake. 

Under  a  Strange  Mask.  By  Frank 
Barrett. 

The  coombsberrow  mystery.  By 
James  Colwall. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    By  Q. 

A  QUEER  RACE.      By  W.  WESTALL. 

Captain  Trafalgar.  By  Westall 

and  LAURIE. 

Redgrave,  Richard,  C.B.,  R.A. 
By  F.  M.  Redgrave.     10s.  6d. 
Richard,  Henry,  M.P.     A  Biography.     By  Charles  S.  Miall. 
Rivers    of    Great    Britain :     Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial. 

The  Royal  River  :  The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.  With  Several 
Hundred  Original  Illustrations.  Original  Edition,  £2  2s.  ;  Popu- 
lar Edition,  16s. 
Rivers  of  the  East  Coast.  With  numerous  highly  finished 
Engravings.  With  Etching  as  Frontispiece,  42s.  Popular  Edition, 
16s. 
Robinson   Crusoe,    Cassell's    New   Fine-Art    Edition    of.      With 

upwards  of  100  Original  Illustrations.      7s.  6d. 
Romance,  The  World  of.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  gs. 
Russia,  Through,  on  a  Mustang.     By  Thomas  Stevens.     7s.  6d. 
Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell's    History  of.     With   about   500   Illus- 
trations.    Two  Vols.      gs.  each. 
Salisbury  Parliament,  Diary   of  the.      By  H.  W.  Lucy.     Illustrated 
by  Harry  Furniss.    21s. 


the  phantom  City.  By  w.  Westall. 

Jack  Gordon,  Knight  errant, 
Gotham,  1883.  By  Barclay 
North. 

The  Diamond  Button.  By  Barclay 
North. 

Another's  Crime.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne. 

The  Yoke  of  the  thorah.  By 
Sidney  Luska. 

Who  is  John  noman?    By  Charles 

HENRY  BECKETT. 

The  Tragedy  of  brinkwater.  By 

MARTHA  L.  MOODEY. 

An  American  Penman.    By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Section  558;  or,  the  Fatal  Letter. 

By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
The  Brown  Stone  Boy.    By  W.  H. 

Bishop. 
A    Tragic    Mystery.      By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
The    Great    bank    Robbery.     By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 


Memoir.     Compiled  from  hi 


Diary. 
7s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  #  Company's  Publications. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.     Yearly  Volume,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Science   for   All.     Edited  by  Dr.  Robert   Brown.     Revised  Edition. 

Illustrated.      Five  Vols.    gs.  each. 
Science,  The  Year  Book  of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Bonney,  F.R.S.     7s.  6d. 
Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.  By  E.Roscoe  Mullins.  With  Illustrations.  2s.6d. 
Sea,  The:    Its  Stirring  Story  of  Adventure,   Peril,  and   Heroism. 

By  F.  Whymper.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Secret  of  the  Lamas,  The.     A  Tale  of  Thibet.     Crown  8vo,  5s. 
Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By 

Edwin  Hodder.     Cheap  Edition.    3s.  6d. 
Shakespeare,  The    Plays  of.     Edited   by  Professor   Henry   Morley. 

Complete  in  13  Vols.,  cloth,  21s.  ;  half-morocco,  cloth  sides,  42s. 
Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto   Edition.     Containing  about  600  Illus- 
trations by  H.  C.  Selous.     Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £3  3s. 
Shakespeare,  Miniature.     Illustrated.     In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,  12s. ; 

or  in  Red  Paste  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  2IS. 
Shakspere,  The  International.     Edition  de  Luxe. 

"  KING  HENRY  VIII."     Illustrated  by  Sir  James  Linton,  P.R.T. 

(Frica  on  application.) 
"OTHELLO."     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  R.A.     £3  10s. 
"KING  HENRY"  IV."     Illustrated  by  Eduard  Grutznek.  £3  ios. 
"AS  YOU  LIKE  IT."     Illustrated  by  Emile  Bayard.  £3  10s. 
"ROMEO  AND  JULIET."  Illustrated  by  F.  Dicksee,  R.A.   Is  now 
out  of  print,  and  scarce. 
Shakspere,    The    Leopold.      With    400    Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition. 

3s.  6d.     Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  ;   Roxburgh,  7s.  6d. 
Shakspere,    The    Royal.     With   Steel    Plates   and   Wood   Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 
Sketches,  The  Art  of  Making  and    Using.     From  the  French  of  G. 

Fratpont.     By  Claka  Bell.     With  50  Illustrations.     2s.  6d. 
Smuggling  Days  and  Smuggling  Ways  ;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Lost 
Art.      By  Commander  the    Hon.    Henry    N.   Shore,   R.N.      With 
numerous  Plans  and  Drawings  by  the  Author.     7s.  6d. 
Snare  of  the  Fowler,  The.     By  Mrs.  Alexander.     3  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 
Social  Welfare,  Subjects  of.     By  Sir  Lyon  Playfaik,  K.C.B.    7s.  6d. 
Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell's  Complete  Book  of.     Cheap  Edition. 
With  more  than  qoo  Illustrations.   Medium  8vo,  og2  pages,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Squire,  The.     By  Mrs.  Parr.     3  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 

Standard  Library,  Cassell's.     Stiff  covers,  is.  each;  cloth,  2s.  each. 
Shirley.  Adventures      of      Mr. 

Coningsby. 
Mary  Barton. 
Tiie  Antiquary. 
Nicholas  Nickleby 

(Two  VoN.). 
Jane  Eyre. 
Wuthering  Heights. 
Dombey  and  Son 

(Two  Vols.). 
The  Prairie. 
Night  and  Morning. 
Kciulwoi  th. 
Ingoldsby  Legends, 
Tower  of  London. 
The  Pioneers. 
Charles  O'Malley. 
Barnaby  Rudge. 
Cakes  and  Ale. 
The  King's  Own. 
People  I  have  Met. 
The  Pathfinder. 
Evelina. 
Scott's  Poems. 
Last  of  the  Barons. 
Stanley  in  East  Africa,  Scouting  for, 
trations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d. 


Adventures 

Ledbury. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 
Selections  from  Hood's 

"Works. 
Longfellow's  Prose 

Works. 
Sense  and  Sensibility. 
Lytton's  Plays. 
Tales,  Poems,  and 

Sketches.  Bret  Harte. 
Martin  Chuzzlewit 

(Two  Vols.). 
The  Prince  of  the 

House  of  David. 
Sher'dan's  Plays. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 
Deerslayer. 
Rome  and  the  Early 

Christians. 
The    Trials     of    Mar- 
garet Lyndsay. 
Harry  Lorrequer. 
Eugene  Aram. 

By  T.  Stevens.  With  14  Illus- 


Jack  Hinton. 
Poe's  Works. 
Old  Mortality. 
The  Hour  and  the  Man. 
Handy  Andy. 
Scarlet  Letter. 
Pickwick  (Two  Vols.). 
Last  of  the  Mohicans. 
Pride  and  Prejudice. 
Yellowplush  Papers. 
Tales  of  the  Borders. 
Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 
Washington  Irviug's 

Sketch-Book. 
The  Talisman. 
Rienzi. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
Heart  of  Midlothian. 
Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 
American  Humour. 
Sketches  by  Boz. 
Macaulay's    Lays   and 

Essays. 


Selections  from  Cassell  %  Company's  Publications. 

Star-I  and.     By  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  &c.     Illustrated.    6s. 

Storehouse  of  General  Information,  Cassell's.     With  Wood  Engrav- 
ings, Maps,  and  Coloured  Plates.     In  Vols.,  5s.  each. 

Story  of  Francis  Cludde,  The.     By  Stanley  J.  Weyman.   7s.  6d. 

Story  Poems.     For  Young  and  Old.     Edited  by  E.    Davenport.      6s. 

Strange  Doings  in  Strange  Places.     Complete  Sensational  Stories.    5s. 

Successful  Life,   The.     By  An  Elder  Brother.    3s.  6d. 

Sybil  Knox  :   or,   Home  Again  :   a   Story  of  To-day.      By  Edward 
E.  Hale,  Author  of"  East  and  West,"  &c.     7s.  6d. 

Teaching  in  Three  Continents.     By  W.  C.  Grasby.     6s. 

Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.     Six  New  and  Original  Draw- 
ings by  Frederick  Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.     21s. 

The  "  Short  Story  "  Library. 

Eleven  Possible  Cases.     By  Various 
Authors.     6s. 


Noughts  and  Crosses.    By  Q.    5s. 

Otto  the  Knight,  &e.  By  Octave 
Thanet.    5s. 

Fourteen  to  One,  &c.  By  Eliza- 
beth Stuart  Phelps.    53. 


Felicia.  By  Miss  FannyMurfree.  5s. 
The  Poet's  Audience,  and  Delilah. 
By  Clara  Savile  Clarke.     53. 


The  "Treasure  Island"    Series.     Cheap  Illustrated  Editions.     Cloth, 

3s.  6d. each. 
King  Solomon's   Mines.     By    H.    I     The  Splendid  Spiir.    By  O. 

Rider  Haggard.  |     The    Master    of    Ballaatrae.      By 

Kidnapped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Treasure    Island.      By    Robert        The    Black    Arrow.      By    Robert 
Louis  Stevenson.  I  Louis  Stevenson. 

Trees,  Familiar.     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.     Two    Series.     With  40 

full-page  Coloured  Plates  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.     12s.  6d.  each. 
"Unicode":    the   Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.     Desk  or 

Pocket  Edition.     2s.  6d. 
United    States,    Cassell's    History    of  the.      By    the  late  Edmund 

Ollier.     With  600  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.     9s.  each. 
Universal  History,  Cassell's  Illustrated.     Four  Vols.     gs.  each* 
Vernon  Heath's  Reminiscences.     10s.  6d. 

Verses  Grave  and  Gay.  By  Ellen  Thorneycroft  Fowler.  3s.  6d. 
Vicar    of    Wakefield    and    other  Works    by    Oliver     Goldsmith. 

Illustrated.     3s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Waterloo   Letters.       Edited  by  Major-General  H.  T.  Siborne,  late 

Colonel  R.E.     With  numerous  Maps  and  Plans  of  the  Battlefield.     21s. 
Wild   Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.   Swaysland.     Four   Series.     With  40 

Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild   Flowers,   Familiar.     By  F.   E.  Hulme,    F.L.S.,  F.S.A.      Five 

Series.     With  40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wood,    Rev.  J.    G.,  Life  of  the.      By  the  Rev.    Theodore  Wood. 

Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth.     Cheap  Edition.     5s. 
Work.     An  Illustrated  Journal  for  all  Workmen.     Yearly  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 
World  of  Wit  and  Humour,   The.     With  400    Illustrations.     7s.  6d. 
World   of  Wonders.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Wrecker,  The.     By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne. 

Illustrated.     6s. 
Yule  Tide.     Cassell's  Christmas  Annual,   is. 


ILLUSTRATED   MAGAZINES. 
The  Quiver.    Enlarged  Series.    Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Family   Magazine.     Monthly,  7d. 
"Little  Folks''   Magazine.     Monthly,  6d. 
The  Magazine  of  Art.     Monthly,  is. 

"  Chums."    Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.    Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Saturday  Journal.     Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly   cd 
Work.    Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly,  6d. 

Cassell's  Complete   Catalogue,   containing  particulars  of  upwards  of 
One  Thousand  Volumes,  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 

giMcs  att&  Itclictimts  WLaxkz. 

Bible,  Casseil's  Illustrated  Family.     With  900  Illustrations.     Leather. 
gilt  edges,  £2  10s. 

Bible  Educator,  The.    Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Pi.umptre,  D.D., 

With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.      Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bible  Student   in  the    British  Museum,  The.      By  the   Rev.    J.    G. 

Kitchin,  M.A.     New  and  Revised  Edition,     is.  4d. 
Biblewomen  and  Nurses.     Yearly  Volume.     Illustrated.     3s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  and  Holy  War.     With  200  Illustrations 

With  a   New  LifeofBunyan  by  the  Rev.  John  Brown,  B.A.,  D.D. 

Cloth,  16s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.    Illustrated  throughout.    Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ; 

cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Child's  Bible,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.      150^  Thousand.     7s.  6d. 
Child's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.     7s.  6d. 
"Come,  ye  Children."     Illustrated.     By  Rev.  Benjamin  Waugh.     5s. 
Conquests  of  the  Cross.     With  numerous  Illustrations.      Complete  in 

Three  Vols.     as.  each. 
Dore   Bible.      With  238  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dork.      Small   folio, 

best    morocco,    gilt   edges,    £15.     Popu  ar  Edition.     With   200   Illus- 
trations.    15s. 
Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.     By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar. 

D.D.,  F.R.S.     Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 

Popular  Edition.     Complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt 

edges,  7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;   tree-calf,  15s. 
Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett,  M.A., 

and  Rev.  S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  18s. 
Gleanings    after    Harvest.     Studies  and  Sketches  by  the  Rev.  John  R. 

Vernon,  M.A.     Illustrated      6s. 
•'Graven  in  the  Rock."     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel   Kinns,  F.R  A.S., 

Author  of  "  Moses  and  Geology."     Illustrated.     12s.  6d. 
"Heart  Chords."     A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.     Bound  in 

cloth,  red  edges,  One  Shilling  each. 

My  Growth  in  Divine  Life.    By  the 

Rev.  Preb.  REYNOLDS,  M.A. 
MY  SOUL.     By  the  Rev.   P.  B.  POWER 

M.A. 
MY    HEREAFTER.     J3V   the   Very   Rev. 

Dian  BICKERSTETH. 
MY   WALK   WITH    GOD.      By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  MONTGOMERY. 
MY    AIDS  TO  THE   DIVINE    LIFE.     By 

the  Very  Rev.  Dean  BOVLE. 
My  Sources  of  Strength.     By  the 

Rev.  E.H.JENKINS,  M.A.,  Secretary 

of  Wesieyan  Missionary  Society. 


MY  Bl  RLE.  By  the  Right  Rev.  W.  BOYD 
Carpenter,  Bishop  of  Ripon. 

MY  Fattier.  By  the  Ri^ht  Rev.  ASH- 
TOX  UXENDEN,  late  Bishop  of  Mont- 
real. 

My  work  for   God.     By  the  Right 

Rev.  Bishop  COTTHRILL. 

CT    IN    LITE.      By  the   Ven. 
Archo>atnn  FARRAR,  D.D. 
MY    ASPIRATIONS.       By    the    Rev.    G. 
MATHESON.  D.D. 

My  Emotional  Life.     By  the  Rev. 

Prel>.  CHAUUICK,  D.D. 
MY    BODY.     By   the   Rev.   Prof.    W.   G. 
BLAIKIE,  D.D. 

Helps    to    Belief.       A    Series    of    Helpful    Manuals    on   the   Religious 
Difficulties  of  the  Day.   Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shoke,  M.  A., 

Canon  of  Worcester.     Cloth,  is.  each. 
Creation.  By  Dr.  H.  Goodwin,  the  late    ,     Miracles.      By  the    Rev.    Brownlow 

Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle.  Maitlaud,  M.A. 

THE    DIVINITY    OF    OUR    LORD.     By    |      PRAYER.      By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth 

the  Lord  Bishop  ol  Deny.  Shore,  M.A. 

The  Morality  of  THE  old  Testa-         The  Atonement.    By  William  Connox 

mint.        By     the      Rev.     Newman  Magee,  D.D.,    Late    Archbishop    of 

Smyth.  D.D.  I  York. 
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Selections  from  Cassell  %  Company's  Publications. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  By  the  Rev.  C.  Geikie,  D.D.,  LL.D. 
(Edin.).     Two  Vols.,  24s.     Illustrated  Edition,  One  Vol.,  21s. 

Lectures  on  Christianity  and  Socialism.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Alfred 
Barry,  D.D.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S. 
Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  24s.  ;  morocco,  42s.  Cheap 
Illustrated  Edition.  Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges, 
10s.  6d.  Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. ;  Persian  morocco,  gilt  edges,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     3s.  6d. 

Morning  and  Evening  Prayers  for  Workhouses  and  other  Institutions. 
Selected  by  Louisa  Twining.     2s. 

Moses  and  Geology  ;  or,  The  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science. 
By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.  Illustrated.  New 
Edition  on  Larger  and  Superior  Paper.      8s.  6d. 

My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.     By  Hugh  Macmillan,  D.D.     is. 

New  Light  on  the  Bible  and  the  Holy  Land.  By  B.  T.  A.  Evetts. 
Illustrated.     21s. 

New  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  In  Three  Volumes.  21s.  each.  Vol.1. — The  Four  Gospels. 
Vol.  II. — The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians.  Vol.  III. — The 
remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

New  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  St.  Matthew,  3s.  6d.  St.  Mark,  3s.  St.  Luke, 
3s.  6d.  St.  John,  3s.  6d.  The  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  3s.  6d.  Romans, 
2S.  6d.  Corinthians  I.  and  II.,  3s.  Galatians,  Ephesians,  and  Philip- 
pians,  3s.  Colossians,  Thessalonians,  and  Timothy,  3s.  Titus, 
Philemon,  Hebrews,  and  James,  3s.  Peter,  Jude,  and  John,  3s. 
The  Revelation,  3s.      An  Introduction  to  the  New  Testament,  3s.  6d. 

Old  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Right  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  21s.  each.  Vol.  I. — Genesis  to  Num- 
bers. Vol.  II. — Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  Vol.  III. — Kings  I.  to 
Esther.     Vol.  IV.— Job  to  Isaiah.     Vol.  V.  —Jeremiah  to  Malachi. 

Old  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  Genesis,  3s.  6d.  Exodus,  3s.  Leviticus,  3s. 
Numbers,   2s.  6d.      Deuteronomy,  2s.  6d. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D. 
Containing  upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.   gs.  each. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations. 
7s.  6d. 

Religion,  The  Dictionary  of.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 
Chap  Edition.     10s.  6d. 

St.  George  for  England  ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  By 
the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar, 
D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen.  Library  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s.  Illustrated  Edition,  complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  300  Illustrations,  £1  is.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 
Popular  Edition.  One  Volume,  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven  ?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J,  C. 
Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Liverpool.     Cheap  Edition.     Paper  covers,  6d. 

Signa   Christi.     By  the  Rev.  James  Aitchison.    5s. 

"Sunda}',"  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation.  By  the 
Ven.  Archdeacon  Hessey,  D.C.L.     Fifth  Edition.     7s.  6d. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.  Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  for  the 
Aged.     By  the  Rev.  John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  4'  Company's  Publications. 


(Educational  W&avhz  ana  j^tuocnts'  ittamiala. 

Agricultural  Text-Books,  Cassell's.    (The  "Downton"  Series.)  Edited 

by   John    Wrightson,    Professor  of  Agriculture.     Fully   Illustrated, 

2s.  od.  each. 

Farm  Crops.    By  Prof.  WRIGHTSON.     Soils   ar.d  Manures.     By  J.  M.  H. 
MUNRO.D.Sc.  (London),  F.I.C.,  F.C.S.     Livestock.     By  I'rof.  WRIGHTSON. 
Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial.     3s.  6d. 
Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School.      By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond. 

With  Test  Cards.     (List  on  application.) 
Atlas,  Cassell's  Popular.     Containing  24  Coloured  Maps.    2s.  6d. 
Book-Keeping.      By   Theodore  Jones.      For  Schools,  2s.  ;    cloth,  3s. 

For  the  Million,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  2s. 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School.     By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
Classical  Texts  for  Schools,  Cassell's.  (A  List  post  free  on  application.) 
Cookery  for  Schools.     By  Lizzie  Heritage.     6d. 
Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.     Eighteen  Books.     2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  School.     Twelve  Books.    2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modern  School   Freehand.     First  Grade, 

is.  ;  Second  Grade,  2S. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "  New  Standard."     Complete  in  Fourteen 

Books.     2d.,  3d.,  and  4d.  each. 
Energy   and    Motion.     By  William  Paice,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.  New  Edition.  In  paper,  6d. ;  cloth,  gd. 
Experimental  Geometry.     By  Paul  Bert.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Parts   I. 

and  II.,  each  2s.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d. 
French-English  and   English-French    Dictionary.      Entirely   New 

and  Enlarged  Edition.     1,150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.    By  G.  S.  Conrad.   2s.  6d. 
Gaudeamus.     Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.     Edited  by  John  Farmer. 

5s.     Words  only,  paper  covers,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
German     Dictionary,    Cassell's     New.        German-English,     English- 
German.     Cheap  Edition.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Hand-and-Eye  Training.   By  G.  Ricks,  B.Sc.   2  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 

Plates  in  each  Vol.   Cr.  4to,  6s.  each.   Cards  for  Class  Use,  5  sets,  is.  each. 
Historical    Cartoons,    Cassell's    Coloured.       Size  45  in.  x  35  in.,  2s. 

each.     Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout. 

I. — Stories   from    English    History,    is.     II. — The    Simple    Outline   of 

English  History,  is.  3d.     III. — The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 
Latin  Dictionary,  Cassell's  New.     Revised  by  J.  R.  V.   Marchant, 

M.A.,  and  J.  F.  Charles,  B.A.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Latin-English  and  English-Latin  Dictionary.    New  Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  First.     By  Prof.  Postgate.     is. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.    Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
Latin  Prose  for  Lower  Forms.     By  M.  A.  Bayfield,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
Laundry  Work  (How  to  Teach  It).     By  Mrs.  E.  Lord.     6d. 
Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Fors tbr,  M  .P.     is.  6d. 

Special  Edition  on  Green  Paper  for  Persons  with  We;ik  Eyesight.     2s. 
Little  Folks'  History  of  England.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 
Map-Building   Series,    Cassell's.      Outline   Maps  prepared  by  H.  O. 

Arnold-Forstkr,  M.  P.     Per  Set  of  Twelve,  is. 
Marlborough  Books  :— Arithmetic  Examples,  3s.  Arithmetic  Rules,  is.  6d. 

French  Exercises,  3s.  6d.    French  Grammar.  2S.  6d.   German  do.,  3s.  6d. 
Mechanics  for  Young  Beginners,  A   First  Book  of.     By  the  Rev. 

J.  G.  Easton,  M.A.     4s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  §  Company's  Publications. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,  Numerical  Examples  in  Practical. 
By  R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2S.  6d. 

"Model  Joint"  Wall  Sheets,  for  Instruction  in  Manual  Training.  By 
S.  Barter.     Eight  Sheets,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Natural  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell's  New.  18 
Subjects.  Size  39  by  31  in.    Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnished.   3s.  each. 

Object  Lessons  from  Nature.  By  Prof.  L.  C.  Miall,  F.L.S.  Half 
cloth,  paper  boards,  2S.  ;  or  cloth,   2S.  6d. 

Perspective,  The  Principles  of.  By  G.  Trobridge.  Illustrated.  Paper, 
is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Physiology  for  Schools.  By  A.  T.  Schofield,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,  &c. 
Illustrated.  Cloth,  is.  gd.  ;  Three  Parts,  paper  covers,  5d.  each  ;  or 
cloth  limp,  6d.  each. 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell's  New.  Illustrated.  12  Books,  id.  each  ;  or 
complete  in  one  Vol.,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell's  NEW.  With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps, 
New  Coloured  Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  In  8  Vols.  5s.  each ;  or  Eight 
Vols,  in  Four,  half-morocco,  50s. 

Readers,  Cassell's  "Higher  Class."     {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.     Illustrated.    {List  071  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.     Illustrated.     {List  on  application.') 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.     Three  Books.     4d.  each. 

Reader,  The  Citizen.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Illustrated. 
is.  6d.    Also  a  Scottish  Edition,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Reader,  The  Temperance.    By  Rev.  J.  Dennis  Hird.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Readers,  The  "  Modern  School"  Geographical.  {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  The  "  Modern   School."     Illustrated.     (List  on  application.) 

Reckoning,  Howard's  Anglo-American  Art  of.  By  C.  Frusher 
Howard.     Paper  covers,  is.  ;  cloth,  2s.     New  Edition,  5s. 

Round  the  Empire.     By  G.  R.  Parkin.     Fully  Illustrated,     is.  6d. 

Science  Applied  to  Work.     By  J.  A.  Bower,     is. 

Science  of  Everyday  Life.   By  J.  A.  Bower.     Illustrated,     is. 

Shade  from  Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casts  of  Ornament, 
How  to.    By  W.  E.   Sparkes.    With  25  Plates  by  the  Author.    3s. 

Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.    5  Books.     Illustrated.     6d.  each. 

Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.     is. 

Technical   Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout: — 

Handrailing  and  Staircasing,  3s.  6d. — Bricklayers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — 
Building  Construction,  2s.  —  Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for,  3s.  — 
Carpenters  and  Joiners,  Drawing  for,  3s.  6d.—  Gothic  Stonework,  3s. 
— Linear  Drawing  and  Practical  Geometry,  2s. — Linear  Drawing  and 
Projection.  The  Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s.  6d.— Machinists  and  Engineers, 
Drawing  for,  4s.  6d. — Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Model 
Drawing,  3s.— Orthographical  and  Isometrical  Projection,  2s. — Practical 
Perspective,  3s. — Stonemasons,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Applied  Mechanics, 
by  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  2s. — Systematic  Drawing  and  Shading,  2s. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.    Revised  Edition.   Four  Vols.   5s.  each. 

Technology,  Manuals  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,  F.R.S.,  and 
Richard  Wormell,  D.Sc,  M.A.  Illustrated  throughout : — 
The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics,  by  Prof.  Hummel,  5s.— Watch  and 
Clock  Making,  by  D.  Glasgow,  Vice-President  of  the  British  Horo- 
logical  Institute,  4s.  6d.— Steel  and  Iron,  by  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,  &c,  5S.— Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted,  by  W.  S. 
B.  McLaren,  M. P.,  4s.  6d.— Design  in  Textile  Fabrics,  by  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst,  4s.  6d.— Practical  Mechanics,  by  Prof.  Perry,  M.E.,  3s.  6d.— 
Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Machine,  by  Prof.  Smith,  3s.  6d. 

This  World  of  Ours.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Illustrated. 
•js.  6d. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  $  Company's  Publications. 


gocrhs  for  |lrmtt0  people. 

"Little  Folks"  Half-Yearly  Volume.    Containing  432  4to  pages,  with 
about  200  Illustrations,  and  Pictures  in  Colour.  Boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  5s. 

Bo-Peep.     A  Eook  for  the  Little  Ones.     With  Original  Stones  and  Verses. 
Illustrated  throughout.   Yearly  Volume.    Boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bashful  Fifteen.     By  L.  1.  Meade.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Peep  of  Day.     An  Old  Friend  in  a  New  Dress.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Maggie  Steele's  Diary.     By  E.  A.  Dillwyn.     2s.  6d. 

A    Bundle    of   Tales.      By  Maggie  Browne     (Author  of  "Wanted— a 
King,"  &c),  Sam  Browne,  and  Aunt  Ethel.     3s.  6d. 

Fairy  Tales  in  other  Lands.    By  Julia  Goddard.    Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Story  Poems  for  Young  and  Old.     By  E.  Davenport.     6s. 

Pleasant  Work  for  Busy  Fingers.  BvMaggie  Browne.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Born  a  King      By  Frances  and  Mary  Arnold-Forster.     (The  Life  of 
Alfonso  XIII.,  the  Boy  King  of  Spain. )     Illustrated,     is. 

Cassell's  Pictorial  Scrap  Book,  containing  several  thousand  Pictures. 
Cloth,  2is.     Also  in  Six  Sectional  Vols.,  paper  boards,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The    Marvellous    Budget:    being   65,536   Stories  of  Jack  and  Jill. 
By  the  Rev.  F.  Bennett.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d. 

Schoolroom    and    Home    Theatricals.     By  Arthur  Waugh.     Illus- 
trated.    2s.  6d. 

Magic  at  Home.     By  Prof.  Hoffman.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Little  Mother  Bunch.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.   Illustrated.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood.     Selected  from  the  best  Authors. 
Edited  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 

Heroes  of  Every-day  Life.    By  Laura  Lane.     With  about   20  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cloth.     2s.  6d. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s.  each. 

The   Champion    of    Odin;     or,     1    Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  The  Hunted 
Viking  Life  in  the  Days  of  Witch  of  the   Forest.      By   the 

Old.     Bv  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts.  |  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.    3s.  6d.  each. 


*The  White  House  at  Inch  Gow. 

By  Mrs.  Pitt. 
*A  Sweet  Girl  Graduate.  By  L.  T. 

Meade. 
*Tlie  King's  Command:  A  Story 

for  Girls.  By  Maggie  Symington. 
Lost  in  Samoa.     A  Tale  of  Adven- 


ture in  the  Navigator  Islands.  By 
Edward  S.  EUis. 
Tad ;  or,  "  Getting  Even  "  with 
Him.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
*The  Palace  Beautiful.    By  L.  T. 
Meade. 


*Polly:  A  New-Fashioned  Girl.  By 
L.  T.  Meade. 


By  Talbot 
By  Sarah 


By 


Follow   My    Leader." 
Baines  Reed. 
•The  Cost  of  a  Mistake. 

Pitt. 
*A  World  of  Girls:    The  Story  of 

a  School.     By  L,  T.  Meade. 
Lost    among  White    Africans. 

David  Ker. 
For  Fortune  and  Glory:  A  Story  of 
the     Soudan    War.      By    Lewis 
Hough. 

*4lso  procurable  in  superior  binding,  6s.  each. 
Crown  8vo  Library.     Cheap  Editions. 
Bambles  Bound  London.    By  C. 

L.  Mateaux.     Illustrated. 
Around  and  About  Old  E  igland. 

By  C.  L.  Mateaux.     Illustrated. 
Paws  and  Claws.     By  one  of  the 
Authors  of  "  Poems  written  for  a 


Child."    Illustrated. 
Decisive    Events    in    History. 

Bv  Thomas  Archer.  With  Original 

lllus  rations. 
The  Tru  -    Bobinson    Crusoes. 

Cloth  gilt. 
Peeps  A  broad  for  Folks  at  Horn  ?. 

Illustrated  throughout. 


Gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Wild  Adventures  In  Wild  Places. 
By  Dr.  Gordon  StabLs,  R.N.  Illus- 
trated. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas 
Frost.  Illustrated.  New  and  Cheap?* 
Jidilion. 

Ear!y  Explorers.     By  Thnmas  Frost. 

Home  Chat  wi'n  our  Young  Folks. 
Illustrated  throughout. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  Illustrated 
throughout. 

The  England  of  Shakespeare.  By 
E.  Goadby.  With  Full-page  Illus- 
trations. 


Selections  from  Cassell  $  Company's  Publications, 
The  "Cross  and  Crown"    Series.      Illustrated.     2s.6d.  each. 


Freedom's  Sword  :  A  Story  of  the 

Days     of    Wallace    and     Bruce. 

By  Annie  S.  Swan. 
Strong  to   Suffer:    A    Story  of 

the  Jews.     By  E.  Wynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire; 

or,    Stories    of  Valo   r    and 

Victory.     By  Ernest  Foster. 
In  Letters  of  Flame  :    A  Story 

of  the  Waldenses.     By  C.  L. 

Mateaux. 

;Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The. 


Through    Trial   to    Triumph.      By 

Madeline  B.  Hunt. 
By  Fire  and  Sword:    A    Story  of 

the     Huguenots.       By     Thomas 

Archer. 
Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:    A  Tale  of 

Kirk  and   Covenant.     By   Annie 

S.  Swan. 
No.  XIII.;    or,  The  Story  of  the 

Lost    Vestal.        A    Tale    of  Early 

Christian  Days.     By  Emma  Marshall. 


Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with 
Four  full-page  Original  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 
the 


"  Nil    Desperandum."      By 
Rev.  F.  Langbridge,  M.A. 

"Bear  and  Forbear."    By  Sarah 

Pitt. 
"Foremost  if  I  Can."    By  Helen 

Atteridge. 
Cassell's  Picture  Story  Books.     Each  containing  about  Sixty  Pages  of 

Pictures  and  Stories,  &c.     6d.  each. 


;  Honour  is  my  Guide."     By  Jeanie 

Henng  (Mrs.  Adams-Acton). 
;  Aim   at  a   Sure  End."     By  Emily 

Searchfield. 
:  He  Conquers  who  Endures."    By 

the  Author  of  "May  Cunninghams 

Trial."  &c. 


Little  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Toys. 
Pet's  Posv. 
Tiny  Tales. 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Good-Night  Stories. 
Chats  for  Small  Chatterers. 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Cassell's    Sixpenny    Story    Books.       All  Illustrated,   and   containing 
Interesting  Stories  by  well-known  writers. 


The  Smuggler's  Cave. 
Little  Lizzie. 

Little  Bird,  Life   and  Adven- 
tures of. 
Luke  Barnieott. 


The  Boat  Club. 

Little  Piekles. 

The  Elehester  College  Boys. 

My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker 


The  Delft  Jug. 

Cassell's  Shilling  Story  Books.  All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interest- 
ing Stories. 


Bunty  and  the  Boys. 
The  Heir  of  Eimdale. 
The      Mystery      at      Shon  cliff 

School. 
Claimed    at    Last,   and    Boy's 

Reward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 
The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's  Nest. 
John's  Mistake. 
The    History    of    Five     Little 

Pitchers. 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 

Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 
All  Illustrated.      is.  each  ;  cloth  gilt 

Firelight  Stories. 

Sunlight  and  Shade. 

Rub-a-Dub  Tales. 

Pine  Feathers  and  F'uffy  Fur. 

Scrambles  and  Scrape*. 

Tittle  Tattle  Tales. 

Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 

All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 

Our  Sunday  Scories. 

Our  Holiday  Hours. 
Albums  for  Children. 


Surly  Bob. 
The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  Doll. 
Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  Brill. 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 
Seventeen  Cats. 

Containing  interesting  Stories. 
,  is.  6d. 

Indoors  and  Out. 

Some  Farm  Friends. 

Wandering  Ways. 

Dumb  Friends. 

Those   Golden  Sands. 

Little  Mothers  &  their  Children. 

Our  Pretty  Pets. 

Our  Schoolday  Hours. 

Creatures  Tame. 

Creatures  Wild. 


3s.  6d.  each. 


The  Album  for  Home,  Schoo', 
and  Play.  Containing  Stories  by 
Popular    Authors.       Illustrated. 

My  Own  Album  of  Animals. 
With  Full-page  Illustrations. 


Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts.     With 

Full-page  Illustrations. 
The    Chit-Chat   Album.      Illustrated 

throughout 


Selections  from  Cassell  $  Company's  Publications. 


"  Wanted— a  King  "  Series.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d.  each. 
Great  Grandmamma.     By  Georgina  M.  Synge. 
Robin's  Ride.     By  Ellinor  Davenport  Adams. 

Wanted-aKme  ;  or,  How  Merle  se'  the  Nursery  Rhymes  to  Rights 
By  Maggie  Browne.     With  Original  Designs  by  Harry  Furniss. 
The     World's     Workers.       A    Series    of   New   and    Original    Volumes, 
With  Portraits  printed  on  a  tint  as   Frontispiece,     is.  each. 


Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon.  By 
G.  Holden  Pike. 

Dr.  Arnold  of  Rugby.  By  Rose 
E.  Selfe. 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.  By 
Henry  Frith. 

Sarah  Robinson,  Arrrtes  Wes- 
ton, and  Mrs.  Meredith.    By 

E.  M.  Tomkinson. 

Thomas  A.  Edison  and  Samuel 

F.  B.  Morse.      By  Dr.  Denslovv 
and  J.  Marsh  Parker. 

Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Car- 
penter.   By  Phyllis  Browne. 

General  Gordon.  By  the  Rev. 
S.  A.  Swaine. 

Charles  Dickens.  By  his  Eldest 
Daughter. 

Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George 
Moore.     By  J.  Burnley. 

David  Livingstone 


Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine 
Marsh,  Frances  Ridley  Haver- 
gal,  Mrs.  Ranyard  ("L.N.  R."). 
By  Lizzie  Alldridge. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew, 
Elihu  Burritt,  George  Livesey. 
By  John  W.  Kirton,  LL.D. 

Sir  Henry  Havel  ock  and  Co' in 
Campbell  Lord  Clyde.  By  E.  C 
Phillips. 

Abraham  Lincoln.     By  Ernest  Foster. 

George  Miiller  and  Andrew  Reed. 
By  E.  R.  Pitman. 

Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Gowing. 

Benjamin  Franklin.  By  E.  M. 
Tomkinson. 

Handel.     By  Eliza  Clarke.  fSwaine. 

Turner  the  Artist.     By  the  Rev.  S.  A. 

George  and  Robert  Stephenson. 
By  C.  L.  MatOaux. 

By   Robert  Smiles. 


*#*  The  above  Works  (excluding  RICHARD  COBDEN  and  CHARLES  HADDON 
SPURGEON)  can  also  he  had  1  hree  in  One  Vol.,  cloth,  gill  edges,  -y. 
Library    of   Wonders.     Illustrated   Gift-books    for    Boys.     Paper,    IS.; 
cloth,  is.  6d. 


Wonderful  Adventures. 
Wonderful  Escapes. 
Wonderful  B  illoou  Ascents. 
Cassell's  Eighteenpenny  Story 
Wee  Willie  Winkie. 
Ups  ana  Downs  of  a  Donkey's 

Life. 
Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 
Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero;  and  other  Stories. 
The  Chip  Boy. 
Raggles,      Baggies,      and      the 

Emperor. 
Roses  from  Thorns. 
Gift    Books    for    Young   People. 

Original  Illustrations  in  each. 
The  Boy  Hunters  of  Kentucky. 

By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Red   Feather:    a    Tale   of    the 


American      Frontier. 
Edward  S.  Ellis. 


By 


Seeking  a  City. 

Rhoda's  Reward;  or.  "If 
Wishes  were  Horses." 

Jack  Marston's  Anchor. 

Frank's  Life-Battie ;  or,  The 
Three  Friends. 

Fritters.     By  Sarah  Pitt. 

The  Two  Hardeastles.  By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt 


Cassell's  Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     Illustrated. 


Wonders    of    Bodily   Strength 

and  Skill. 
Wonders  of  Animal  Instinct, 
ooks.     Illustrated. 
Faith's  Father. 
By  Land  and  Sea. 
The  Young  Berringtons. 
Jeff  and  Leff. 
Tom  Morris's  Error. 
Worth  more  than  Gold. 
"Through  Flood— Through  Fire;" 

and  other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Looks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 
By  Popular  Authors.       With  Four 
Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 

Major  Monk's  Motto.      By  the  Rev. 

F.  Langbridge. 
Trixy.     By  Maggie  Symington. 
Rags  and  Rainbows:    A  Story  of 

Thanksgiving. 
Uncle  William's  Charges;   or,  The 

Broken  Trust. 
Pretty   Fink's    Purpose;    or,    TI13 

Little  Street  Merchants. 
Tim    Thomson's    Trial.     By  Georg; 

Weatherly. 
Ursula's  Stumbling-Block.    By  Julia 

Goddard. 
Ruth's    l.ife-Work.      By  the  Rev. 

Joseph  Johnson. 


Stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
May  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the  Ladder :  How  to 

Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  Her  Friends. 
The  Children  of  the  Court. 
Maid  Marjory. 
Peggy,  and  other  Tales. 


The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tippertona. 

Marion's  Two  Homes. 

Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book. 

Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 

Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Through  Peril  to  Fortune. 

Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 

School  Girls. 


Selections  from  Cassell  $  Company's  Publications 


Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Volumes  for  Young  People.     Bound  in 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 


In  Quest  of  Gold;    or,   Under 

the  Whanga  Falls. 
On    Board    the   Esmeralda;    or, 

Martin  Leigh's  Log. 
The    B  mance    of   Invention : 

Vignettes  from  the  Annals 

of  Industry  and  Science. 


For  Queen  and  King. 
Esther  West. 
Three  Homes. 
"Working  to  "Win. 
Perils    Afloat    and    Brigands 
Ashore. 


The  "Deerfoot"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.    With  Four  full-page 
Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Hunters  of  the  Ozavk.  |        The  Camp  in  the  Mountains. 
The  Last  War  Trail. 


The   "Log  Cabin"  Series 

page  Illustrations  in  each. 
The  Lost  Trail 


By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full- 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


|  Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 


The  "Great  River"   Series.       By    Edward    S.    Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Down  the  Mississippi.  |  Lost  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  Tapajos;  or,  Adventures  in  Brazil. 


Illustrated. 


The  "  Boy  Pioneer"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full- 
page  Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Ned  in  the  "Woods.    A  Tale   of    |     Ned  on  the  River.    A  Tale  of  Indian 


Early  Days  in  the  West. 
Ned  in  the  Block  House. 


1  River  Warfare. 

A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in  Kentucky. 


The    "World   in   Pictures."      Illustrated  throughout.     2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Bound  Alrica. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India). 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


A  Bamble  Bound  France. 
All  the  Bussias. 
Chats  about  Germany. 
The    Land     of    the     Pyramids 
(Egypt). 


Peeps  into  China. 


Half-Crown  Story  Books. 
Little  Hinges. 
Margaret's  Enemy. 
Pen's  Perplexities. 
Notable  Shipwrecks. 
Golden  Days. 
Wonders  of  Common  Things. 


Truth  will  Out. 

Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Wash- 
ington). 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of 
Life.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 

Bhvmes  for  the  Young  Folk. 
By  William  Allingham.  Beautifully 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

The  History  Scrap  Book.  With 
nearly  1,000  Engravings.  5s.; 
cloth,  7s.  6d. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress.  2s.  6d. 


My  Diary.     With   12  Coloured   Plates 

and  366  Woodcuts.     Is. 
The    Sunday    Scrap    Book.     With 

Several  Hundred  Illustrations.    Paper 

boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
The  Old  Fairy  Tales.    With  Original 

Illustrations.        Boards,     Is.;     cloth, 

Is.  ed. 


Cassell  &  Company's  Complete  Catalogue  will  be  sent  post 

free  on  application  to 


CASSELL  &   COMPANY,    Limited,  Ludgate   Hill,  London. 


UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS-URBAN  A 


3  0112  046433790 
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